THE MEMOIRS OF THE STUNNING SEXESS WHO 
CLICKED ON BOTH SIDES OF THE PLAYBOY CAMERA! 
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SUZE 


1 


Naked and Unashamed 


Everything started with a tiny advertisement in a Lon- 
don hippy newspaper called International Times or IT 
for short: “Attractive girls wanted for nude modelling. 
No experience needed. Make up to 100 pounds a day.” 

I was, at the time, a dedicated young nurse at St. 
George’s, the famous London teaching hospital, as iso- 
lated from the world as a virgin in a Victorian house- 
hold. Pd already been promoted to the rank of staff 
nurse, but because I was studying for my midwives’ 
diploma I was back on student wages—a hundred dol- 
lars a month—which meant I was broke. So it was with 
my poverty very much in mind that I took a second 
look at that tempting advertisement. 

“What do you think, Hum? Should I have a try at 
it?” I asked my brand-new boyfriend, Humphry Knipe. 

“Great idea. You’re a beauty. You'll have them jerk- 
ing off all over the place!” he enthused. 

Pd met Humphry two months previously at the 
dinner party given in honor of my twenty-second birth- 
day by my six roommates, all nurses at St. George’s like 
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myself. Tall, athletic, with dark hair parted down the 
middle, he had a bizarre, almost devilish air about him. 
His gaze was unusually direct and lingering, a particu- 
larly attractive quality in men. He was also a struggling 
author, and as impoverished as I was. I fell instantly 
under his spell, and my life was destined to be pro- 
foundly changed by this man who had written a book 
called The Dominant Man. 

Humphry had taken a few pictures of me himself, 
for a laugh, with my little Instamatic camera. I’d re- 
clined on the bed and turned on the sex appeal, stark 
naked except for the cheap nylon wig my mother had 
bought me for Christmas. The pictures came out too 
dark but what you could see of me looked pretty cute. 

“Besides,” Humphry continued, “it might be an en- 
tiching experience, doing what most girls won’t.” 

I phoned the number in the advertisement. A woman 
with a vaguely foreign accent answered. She told me to 
come for an interview with a Mr. Otto Kadulka at an 
address in Fleet Street. Although it didn’t seem much 
at the time, that was my date with destiny. It was a 
destiny that was to lead me far from the hospital ward 
to that monument to hedonism: Hugh Hefner’s Playboy 
Mansion in Los Angeles. 

My conscience was clear as I squeezed myself into 
my leather trousers suit, pulled my mother’s blonde 
wig over my short, curly blonde crop, glued on false 
eyelashes, and plastered my face with makeup. The 
only thing that did worry me, as I kept glancing at my 
reflection in the window of the bus taking me to Fleet 
Street, was whether I was attractive enough to make 
the grade. 

Otto’s office was actually in a seedy alley that looked 
like something out of Dickens. Taking a big breath, I 
climbed a narrow wooden stairway to the second floor, 
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Otto’s secretary, at least that’s what I supposed the 
dark girl with yellow bleached hair to be, looked sur- 
prised to see me. Obviously I just didn’t look like a 
model, I thought, my heart sinking into my high heels. 
Hastily I told her that I had an appointment. She nod- 
ded and showed me down a dimly lit passage with a 
threadbare carpet into an office that was plush by com- 
parison. Behind a desk as big as a double bed, covered 
with gaudy pretensions of wealth such as heavy, leather- 
bound blotters with filigree lettering, sat Otto. He was 
dark-haired, fat, and balding and wore gold rings on 
eight of his pudgy fingers. For a moment he peered at 
me through his thick glasses; then stood up, wreathed in 
smiles, 

“How good of you to come!” he exclaimed in a thick, 
East European accent. “You're a very lovely girl, yes, 
very lovely! Smoke?” He held out a gold-plated ciga- 
rette case. “No? Dat’s good! Very good!” 

He lit one for himself with a large gold lighter and 
immediately went into a long monologue about himself. 
He was a Jewish writer from Budapest, Hungary, he 
told me, making circles with his hands, but had been 
forced to flee when the uprising of 1956 failed. Now he 
was a publisher. He published material all over the 
world—in America, in Japan, in South Africa, You 
name it, he published there. 

“What sort of material?” I asked hesitantly, not 
wanting to sound suspicious. 

“Many, many kinds. Two, three photographers work 
for me and I syndicate the pictures all over. Many, 
many stars have passed through my hands. Yes, sir. 
Really a lot of famous girls. Fantastic girls. Crazy girls!” 
His eyes began to gleam. “Crazy, crazy girls, really 
sexy. Look here, just look here a minute, mmm. Okay?” 
He took half a dozen glossy black and white prints out 
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of a drawer. They were pictures of a nude, scruffy-look- 
ing girl with sagging breasts, and a tight mouth. “Dis 
one, you won’t believe it, but she’s a schoolteacher. A 
schoolteacher, okay, yes?” He must have seen the dis- 
belief in my eyes. She looked more like a shopgirl to 
me. “And you know vat?” He leaned over the desk and 
whispered, “She used to suck me off under dis desk 
whenever she came to see me. Can you believe it?” He 
gave a great bellow of laughter. “Suck me off! You 
know vat dat is, hey? Yes?” 

“Oh, really!” I said, hoping he wasn’t expecting me 
to follow suit. Several stories in similar vein followed. 
Finally, an hour after my arrival, he got down to busi- 
ness. 

“Have you ever done any modelink?” he asked, sud- 
denly narrowing his eyes. I told him the truth. “Good. 
Very good. Then you'll be perfectly fresh. Yes, per- 
fectly fresh. I always prefer de girl to be perfectly 
fresh, den she looks natural in de photographs.” He 
tapped the prints of the dreadful girl he’d been showing 
me. “Now dis girl was perfectly fresh—look how natu- 
ral she is in dese pictures! Vat are you doink tomorrow? 
Ve can shoot de pictures tomorrow, yes? No point in 
wastink time, is dere, my dear? Pll get Ben, he’s one 
of my boys, my photographers, to call you tonight. He’s 
good, really good. Fantastic. Okay? Yes?” 

“Fine,” I said. 

He clapped his hands, stood up, and walked over to 
what looked like a liquor cabinet, but which was full of 
feminine trinkets—perfume, stockings, strings of pearls, 
bracelets, and bangles. He brought out a powder com- 
pact and a bottle of lavender water and handed them 
to me. 

“Darlink, just one little sink before you go,” he said 
after I thanked him. “I haf to see your top, please, 
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okay? For the pictures, you know.” Dirty old bugger, 
I thought as I quickly lifted my top and flashed my 
tits. Afterward, he tried to kiss me. I turned my cheek 
and slid away, still smiling. His cries of approval fol- 
lowed me down the passage. 

Wow! I thought to myself on the way home. If the 
chap in the office is like that, what on earth’s the pho- 
tographer going to be like? It was beginning to look as 
if nude modeling wasn’t going to be easy money after 
all. However, when Ben rang that evening he sounded 
polite and young. The thought of stripping for another 
obese old lecher made me feel slightly ill. 

Ben arranged to pick me up at 9:30 the next morn- 
ing, so I was up early putting on my wig, eyelashes, 
and not sparing the makeup. When the doorbell rang 
I felt my tummy turn as when the dentist’s nurse says, 
“Next, please!” and it’s you. Ben turned out to be lanky 
and shabbily dressed with a troubled, bewildered air. 
In his well-worn Morris he told me why. His wife was 
an epileptic model who'd just had a baby. He rambled 
on about the joys of fatherhood, but confided that he 
was worried he wasn’t really earning enough money to 
support his family and it would be some time before 
his wife could go back to work. All this was hardly 
the sexy come-on I had expected from the first man to 
photograph me in the nude! 

Ben had borrowed a friend’s flat in Holborn for the 
location. It was dingy little place consisting of a bed- 
room, which was too dark to use, and a sitting room 
furnished with a cheap, orange-colored Swedish suite 
made up of a sofa and three chairs. I got undressed in 
the bathroom, which smelled of old socks, and emerged 
a few minutes later in a blouse and nothing else—ex- 
cept, of course, for the atrocious wig! Ben compli- 
mented me on my figure, which cheered me up so much 
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I immediately got into the swing of posing. I lounged 
in chairs with one leg swinging seductively over the 
armrest. I knelt on the orange couch and stuck my bot- 
tom in the air. I bounced around on tiptoe with all the 
enthusiasm of a schoolgirl playing basketball. What 
fun it was to be the undisputed center of attention, to 
hear a constant stream of flattering comments from the 
photographer, to have all that film used up on me! 

Ben had me go through the whole routine. Head 
shots, breast shots, leg shots, bottom shots, pulling up 
a stocking, pulling down my panties. At 6:30, when 
his friend returned home from work, we'd just finished. 
The pictures would be ready in three days’ time, Ben 
told me. Pd have to go round to Otto’s to see them and 
to collect my money. 

“Don’t tell Otto I told you this,” he went on, “but 
get a few black and white prints off him and show them 
to Vicky Porter. She’s a sweet girl who’s the only nude 
model agent in town. She’s just round the corner from 
you.” When we passed by he indicated one of the shod- 
dy buildings near the corner of Marylebone High 
Street. A small sign said “Vicky Porter Agency, Third 
Floor.” 

Three days later, on went my mother’s wig, on went 
the false eyelashes and makeup, and off I went once 
more on a London bus bound for Otto’s back-alley 
office. The program was just the same as before. First, 
half an hour listening to him talk about himself while 
I itched to see my pictures. Then a few dirty stories 
about what his models did for him, which by this time 
I realized was pure fiction. He simply liked to talk 
dirty in front of naive girls. Finally, with the aplomb of 
a conjurer pulling a rabbit out of a hat, he produced 
a pile of black and white prints. I was delighted. For 
the first time I realized that I was photogenic. As I 
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paged through them, Otto droned on about how these 
pictures were going to be published all over the world, 
and would make me famous. 

“May I have some of these?” I asked, with Ben’s 
advice about going to Vicky Porter very much in mind. 
As a precaution, I added, “Td like to show them to my 
boyfriend.” 

“Of course, darlink, day are for you. Also take dis 
very special present from me.” Once more Otto 
walked over to the liquor cabinet full of trinkets. For 
a moment he hesitated, then brought out a bottle of per- 
fume. “Dis,” he went on, “is de most expensive perfume 
next to Joy. You know dat famous perfume? I got dis 
from a friend of mine in de business. Sample, you 
know.” He dabbed some of it behind my ear. It smelled 
like Woolworth’s, not Patou, and the penny dropped 
that his cabinet full of gifts were all free samples sent 
by his friends in the trade and for which he no doubt 
exchanged some of his pictures! 

“Now de money,” Otto said, pushing his glasses up 
his nose. “Eight and a half hours. My goodness dat’s a 
lonk time—a lonk time for dese pictures. But never 
mind, never mind. At two pounds per hour dat makes 
two times eight are sixteen plus vun is seventeen. Seven- 
teen pounds! Aren’t you a lucky girl!” He pulled a 
fistful of money out of a flat leather wallet. I couldn’t 
help noticing that it was mostly ten-pound notes. My 
heart skipped a beat. Maybe, since he liked the pictures 
so much, he’d give me a little extra, perhaps make it up 
to twenty pounds. No chance. He counted out three 
fivers and two singles and pushed the notes across the 
table to me. Feeling rich, I stuffed them into my purse, 
put the prints back in the envelope, and stood up. Otto 
followed me to the door, squeezing and pawing. 

Even though I thought my pictures rather good, I still 
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couldn’t believe that I was pretty enough to be a full- 
time model. From the outside looking in, as I was then, 
models seemed to be a race of semidivine creatures, as 
beautiful as their pictures in the fashion magazines. 
Against the odds, Pd scored with backstreet Otto, but 
I was sure no reputable model agent like Vicky Porter 
would take me on. My legs weren’t long enough. I 
wasn’t tall and thin. I just wasn’t model material. So 
although Vicky’s agency was around the corner from 
me, I just couldn’t summon up enough courage to go 
and see her. Instead I mailed her my photographs with 
a note asking if she was interested. 

Weeks passed. She didn’t answer. Meanwhile I com- 
pleted part one of my midwifery course and had taken 
up private nursing in an attempt to reduce my ever- 
present overdraft before resuming my training. By a 
strange coincidence my nursing agency was directly 
opposite Vicky’s model agency. Whenever I called to 
find out whether there were any nursing jobs for me, I 
gazed up at what had to be Vicky's office window and 
wondered what was going on up there. It was Christ- 
mas, I consoled myself. Vicky was probably taking a 
vacation. 

When New Year’s had come and gone, I became 
convinced that Vicky thought my photographs so hope- 
less that she’d put them aside and forgotten all about 
them—either that or they’d got lost in the mails. So I 
screwed up my courage, looked up her number and 
phoned her. To my surprise she knew who I was imme- 
diately and gushed with enthusiasm about my coming 
to see her. She’d been meaning to get in touch with me, 
she said, but with one thing and another... Yes, I 
should come and see her as soon as possible. 

“Is right away okay?” I asked. When she said, “Why 
not?” I took off. She was a bit surprised to see me at 
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her door two minutes later, flushed with excitement.. 
Vicky was a short, slim, attractive girl with long dark 
hair. She was on the phone when I came in so I whiled 
away the time examining the cuttings from newspapers 
and magazines which were plastered on the walls. Most 
of these featured nude pictures of her models. I also 
noticed several faded newspaper stories about Vicky 
herself which went back to the very early days of the 
nude boom. When she at last got off the phone, she 
told me she’d been a nude model herself and pointed 
out some clippings to prove the point. At that time 
there hadn’t been any agencies which handled this kind 
of business. Nude models were regarded as little better 
than prostitutes. All the same, those were the swinging 
London days and the market for nude work was ex- 
panding rapidly. She had hit on the idea of starting a 
nude agency and had gotten a lot of free publicity, as 
everyone was writing about permissiveness in those 
days. Vicky sounded Cockney. Later I was told she 
came from an upper-middle-class family and that one 
of her brothers was in the Queen’s Guards. Along with 
a lot of other young people from the upper classes, 
she’d adopted the working-class accent that had become 
fashionable in the early sixties. 

“Who did the pics for you, luv?” she asked, digging 
out my prints. I told her about Otto. “Oh, that old 
rip-off artist!” she exclaimed. “I sussed it was someone 
like him. How much bread did he lay on you?” 

“Seventeen pounds,” I said. 

“Crickey! He’s going to make a fortune out of you, 
darling, syndicating those pictures all over the show. 
But you won’t see another penny. Just don’t tell any- 
one about it, okay?”~I promised not to. During our 
interview her two telephones rang constantly. One of 
these, I discovered, was for clients calling in asking for 
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models, I was impressed with the way she checked 
their credentials. The other phone was for her girls, with 
whom she loved to have long, motherly chats. Even- 
tually she got around to my pictures. 

“Darling, you’re a luv,” she said, “but cripes your 
pics are awful. We’re just going to have to get you some 
decent ones, know what I mean? It’s going to set you 
back fifteen quid, sorry to say, but after that we can 
really get to work.” 

For the first time, but by no means the last, I was 
being asked to invest all the cash I had in order to earn 
more cash. When I said okay, I would find the money 
somehow, Vicky sent me to an Australian photographer 
called Jack, who had a cramped basement studio. 

Jack, a jolly, gnomish little fellow, took hundreds of 
pictures of me. Most of the time I wore wigs—I had 
bought a black nylon wig for twelve dollars especially 
for the session because in those days nudes never had 
short hair. I liked Jack’s pictures of me—I always like 
pictures of myself—and so did Vicky. My confidence 
soared. With a selection of glossy new prints in a large 
brown envelope under my arm, I was sent around to 
photographers. 

The first job Vicky got for me was with Archie 
Evans, a full-time pinup photographer. I must say he 
looked the part of the seedy soft-porn merchant. He 
was short and thin with graying hair and a ferrety face. 
He had been Vicky’s boyfriend for some time, and she 
passed on all her new girls to him. Doing a bit of the 
dirty, she told him nothing about Ben and Otto—be- 

“cause a pinup model, like a virgin in times past, loses 
most of her value once she’s been done. I needed the 
$250 that Archie paid for a first, so I joined Vicky’s 
conspiracy of silence. Archie was hoping to sell his 
pictures of me to Mayfair. So of course he was fu- 
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rious when, shortly after finishing his session with me, 
he discovered Ben’s pictures of me plastered over May- 
jair’s center pages. They’d changed my name to Made- 
laine Vere and made me Pet of the Month. Later, when 


«I was a pinup photographer myself and the same swin- 


dle was pulled on me, I appreciated Archie’s problem. 

Although much more professional than Ben, Archie 
was certainly no artist. His idea of a glamour session 
was to bang off as many pictures as possible, to hell 
with the quality, sell the best ones to the down market 
pinup magazines and then syndicate the rest. His be- 
havior during the session was just as seedy as his style 
of photography. Vicky had warned me that Archie 
tended to misbehave on sessions. But all went well 
during the morning and early afternoon. I took his com- 
pliments to be the usual ones that photographers dish 
out to their models to make them work harder, Then 
when I was lying on the bed for a particular shot, he 
suddenly unzipped his fly, took out his erect cock, and 
started pressing it against my backside. I instinctively 
brushed him away, feeling very embarrassed indeed, 
Was this what the nude business was really about? He 
had promised to pay me my $250 in cash after the 
session—more money than I’d ever owned. Pd spent 
days dreaming about what I was going to buy with it. 
And now it seemed that in addition to a hard day’s 
work, I was expected to fuck him as well! I just couldn’t 
bring myself to do it. But at the same time I knew I 
couldn’t afford to humiliate him—otherwise I might 
never see my money. 

As usual, I tried to giggle my way out of the situa- 
tion. 

“What’s wrong, don’t you want me?” Archie asked, 
looking angry. 

I wanted his money so much that I saved face for 
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him. I gave him every girl’s last-ditch lie. “It’s the wrong 
time of the month for me,” I said apologetically. “Next 
time, when you book me again!” I promised. Archie 
finally paid me and I caught a cab home, feeling like a 
millionaire. 

A week later Archie persuaded Vicky and Vicky 
persuaded me that he needed another half day’s work 
to complete his set. This time Pd have to pose for 
nothing. After some complaining, I did as I was told, 
but was cold as ice right through the session. It worked 
because Archie didn’t come near me. 

The professional pinup model tries to create an 
atmosphere of sex. But her love affair is with the cam- 
era, not the photographer. I later discovered, to my 
relief, that Archie’s behavior was the exception rather 
than the rule in the nude modeling business. The vast 
majority of photographers encourage a girl to be sexy, 
but they stay on their side of the camera, during the 
session, anyway. 

The lecherous photographer is not the only hazard 
that faces a nude model. Sometimes it’s the job that’s 
awful. Shortly after the session with Archie, six of 
Vicky’s girls, including me, were booked to do an 
unspecified job in Soho. Vicky explained to us that 
because the client was using such a large number of 
girls for a single shooting, she’d had to offer him a 
reduction: sixty dollars each for the day’s work. I had 
nothing else to do so I said okay. 

The studio, if you could call it that, turned out to be 
a hastily converted cellar which was unheated and 
therefore freezing cold. The photographer had the 
uncomfortable-looking face of a small-time pimp. I 
took an instant dislike to him. To make things worse, 
he treated us like cheap hookers, which really got my 
back up. While he fiddled and farted about, trying to 
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get his equipment to work, he told us the job was for a 
foreign magazine, so not to worry. We were supposed 
to be a gang of sadistic girls who’d captured a man and 
dragged him down to our torture chamber. He indicated 
the victim, a pale, seedy man of about thirty who had 
been standing around looking lost and who now gave 
us a sickly smile. 

“Okay, girls,” piped the photographer, clapping his 
hands, “let’s get to work. Your gear is in the trunk, 
Find a costume that fits and get into it.” 

We trooped over to the trunk, which looked like 
something out of Treasure Island, and with giggles, 
hoots, and low whistles pulled out such choice articles 
as leather straps, handcuffs, leather skirts, spiked bras, 
whips, chains, and executioners’ masks. 

“Come on, we haven’t got all day—and remember 
I’m paying for your time,” the loathsome creature 
nagged. We scrambled out of our winter woolies and 
put the uncomfortable, weirdo paraphernalia over our 
goose pimples. The victim got undressed as well. But, 
poor thing, he was told to wear no more than his grub- 
by underpants and a rubber hood over his head. I felt 
degraded. It wasn’t the kinky gear that upset me. It 
was the sordid atmosphere that spread like a nasty 
smell from the photographer. 

The first shot consisted of two of the larger girls 
dragging the victim, shivering with cold, not fright, 
down the stairs while the rest of us stood around in a 
bossy pose with one hand on our hips and a whip in 
the other, For the next picture we had to kick him and 
trample him. Then we were told to hang up one of the 
models, a thin girl called Lynda, and spank her with 
what looked like a table tennis paddle. I was revolted. 
Even though I was wearing a wig, I didn’t want to be 
associated with the pictures in any way. Also, by this 
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time I hated the photographer so much I couldn’t bear 
to look at him, let alone pose for him. For the first and 
only time in my career as a model, I set about trying to 
sabotage a session. My strategy was to make funny 
faces—something I’ve always been good at—pufling 
out my cheeks and rolling my eyes until I had all the 
girls in fits of laughter. Even the victim began to snigger 
from behind his rubber mask. The photographer went 
white with fury and got as nasty as only a small-minded 
man can. 

“You, there, I don’t know what they call you, but 
TIl have you for this! You're being paid good money, 
darling. You're working, get it? So grow up, do us a 
favor, all right? Otherwise next thing I’m on the blower 
to your agency, okay? Cancel. Forget it. Not a penny, 
darling. Nothing, Get my meaning. All right?” 

“No, it certainly isn’t all right,” I shot back, “and 
you’re welcome to call the agency and explain what 
you're asking us to do. It’s downright disgraceful! Why 
you call yourself a photographer, I just don’t know. 
How can I be serious in this silly setup? I wouldn’t 
laugh half so much if you were the victim, I can tell 
you!” This had the girls cracking up again. Almost all 
of them were from working-class homes and I suppose 
were used to being made to feel inferior by bullying 
photographers. To have someone standing up for them 
really gave them a thrill. I can wax quite eloquent when 
the crowd’s on my side. 

The session limped on. The photographer was too 
mean to fire me on the spot. He had guaranteed us all 
at least a half day’s work and he was determined to get 
his money’s worth. At lunchtime, however, he let me 
have it. 

“Hey, you. I want you off the set in five minutes, 
okay? Now just bugger off, all right? You're a pain in 
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the arse, get it? I don’t ever want to see your mug again. 
You're a bloody disgrace, you are, all right!” I assured 
him our feelings were mutual and, with a sigh of relief, 
peeled off the leather and rubber and, after a few last 
darts which set the girls giggling again, emerged once 
more into the light of day. 

When I got home I was still fuming so I rang up 
Vicky and gave her a piece of my mind, telling her 
never, ever to book me for a job like that again, She 
swore shé hadn’t known it was going to be like that, 
which I’m sure was a fib because the photographer had 
told us that he had used her girls before—presumably 
for a similar operation. I suppose that the commission 
from six girls was too much of a temptation for her. 

The fact that my nursing agency and my model agen- 
cy were directly opposite each other was convenient 
but also a little embarrassing. The nursing. bookers 
certainly wouldn’t have approved of my moonlighting 
with nude modeling. Whenever I went up to see Vicky, 
which was often several times a day, I found myself 
looking nervously over my shoulder, hoping I wasn’t 
being observed from across the street. It was something 
of a Jekyll and Hyde existence, I suppose, but in a 
sense the two jobs had a lot in common, They both 
required intimate service with a smile. 

After a few months, I was modeling quite regularly 
and on paper I was making three to four times as much 
as I was as a night nurse. But except for the very rare 
cash job, I wasn’t actually taking home anything. I had 
to wait for Vicky to get paid and Vicky had to wait for 
the photographers to get paid, while the photographers 
had to wait to be paid by the advertising agency, who 
had to wait for the client. The poor model, the person 
who could least afford it, was at the end of this cash 
queue and often had to wait six months or more for 
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her money. That was why I had been forced to keep up 
my nursing, and why I was prepared to do almost any 
modeling job that paid in cash. Humphry and I were 
both terribly short of money. The $120 a month he 
earned giving morning classes at a language school was 
just enough to pay the rent. During bad weeks we lived 
off soup and stew. One day in the office Vicky was 
nagging me, as she had been for weeks, to find thirty- 
five dollars to pay for a composite—an eight-by-ten- 
inch card with pictures on both sides—and I was saying 
I couldn’t find the money. 

“We're just going to have to help you find it, luv. 
You can’t work properly without a card,” she began, 
obviously a bit embarrassed, which was unusual for 
her. “It’s like this, darling. Dee, one of my girls, has a 
rich sugar daddy, know what I mean, who takes her to 
Paris once in a while and buys her things. Real luv, he 
is, too. This morning he chatted with her on the blower. 
Said a mate of his was coming down from Birmingham 
tomorrow and he’s looking for another girl to make it 
four for lunch. I don’t know the details, luv, but there’s 
fifty in it for you if you’re interested.” 

“Do I have to fuck the friend?” I asked innocently. 

“Yeah—but it’s easy with old men and won't take 
forever, either.” Poor Vicky, she obviously didn’t really 
want to have anything to do with it, but she realized 
how desperate I was for money. I told her Pd have to 
discuss it with Humphry that evening, but took the 
phone number of the girl she’d been talking about. 

I wasn’t at all surprised when Humphry was highly 
amused with the idea. 

“Sure, go ahead,” he joked, “‘it’ll make a great anec- 
dote in your memoirs!” I phoned Dee right away and 
told her I was game. She gave me an address in Dolphin 
Square and asked me to be there at noon. Around 
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eleven the next morning, I got dressed in a skirt, blouse, 
and the short jacket from my Cordoba suit, wondering 
as I put on my makeup what on earth I was doing. 
Then I caught the subway. 

The door was opened by a seedy sixty-year-old with 
thin gray hair and teeth that flashed with gold fillings 
when he smiled. 

“Hello, sweetheart!” he crooned. “I’m Sidney, come 
right in, come right on in!” 

This was obviously Dee’s sugar daddy. I was begin- 
ning to get cold feet. What on earth is my date, or what- 
ever they’re called, going to be like? I saw Dee, a volup- 
tuous, tarty blonde, standing next to an armchair. 

“Coo-ee!” she said, giving a little wave. Wedged into 
the armchair was one of the fattest, most repulsive men 
Td ever seen. He rose ponderously to his feet, a cigar 
as thick as a banana in one fist. “This is Bill,” Sidney 
said, guiding me over to my fifty-dollar daddy. Sid- 
ney must have seen the look of despair on my face, 
for he immediately poured me enough vodka to stun a 
horse. I gulped it down like lemonade, determined to 
get blotto as quickly as possible. We sat down to a 
lunch of salmon and champagne which cheered me up 
a lot. 

Then came the show. Dee led the romp, giggling 
and wiggling out of her clothes—a real pro. By now I 
was roaring drunk but still felt out of place. I mimicked 
Dee’s striptease as if it was some child’s game of fol- 
low-the-leader. When we were down to bra and panties, 
I had to go to the bathroom. Dee followed me. Real- 
izing that this wasn’t at all my cup of tea, she said: 

“Darling, you know you don’t have to go through 
with this. If you want to, you can call it all off now and 
split home.” 

“No chance,” I said. “Stiff upper lip, never say die, 
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and all that. I’ve come a long way and besides, I really 
do need the money.” We wriggled and giggled our way 
back into the room, and after a few squeaks, winks, 
and hoots of laughter, perched ourselves on the two 
old men’s laps. Conscious that time was passing and 
that if I drank any more I was going to pass out, Dee 
pushed me and blubbery Bill into a darkened bedroom 
and shut the door. 

I couldn’t see much and the room kept going around 
and around, Thank God, it was all over in five minutes, 
just as Vicky had predicted. Instantly Bill lay back and 
began to snore. Despite my drunken condition, I scooted 
out into the empty living room and got dressed, wonder- 
ing how I was going to get paid. I needn’t have worried. 
When I opened my bag, it was there in five-pound 
notes. I escaped into the gray winter’s afternoon, hail- 
ing a cab on the Embankment, The next thing I remem- 
ber was the cabdriver waking me. I was home. I tot- 
tered up the stairs and fell into bed. When I awoke a 
few hours later, it all seemed like a bad dream. I re- 
assured myself by taking another look at the money. 
Hello, composite! I said to myself, rolled over, and 
went back to sleep. 

Although, thank God, this episode was my only 
brush with prostitution, it made me appreciate why-so 
many girls occasionally slip over that forbidden bound- 
ary. After all, a pinup girl is someone who is often 
broke, is unashamed about nudity, and who has such 
an attractive body that people are prepared to pay to 
see it. This means that for seven sweet years, from 
eighteen to twenty-five, she lives continually in a state 
of temptation. There’s the photographer who promises 
to make her into a star if she’ll go to dinner with him 
after the session. There’s the business type with a se- 
cret yen for pimping who says he’ll be her manager if 
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she’ll spend the weekend with him in the country talking 
it over. Then, of course, there’s the aging married man, 
often more honest, who offers presents or money, and 
no one need ever know, if the girl will spend a couple 
of hours with him in a hotel room. Of course, a few 
girls get to like the life of a high-class call girl—for a 
start, you work at night and don’t have to drag your- 
self to a location at seven o’clock on a freezing, mid- 
winter morning. However, although the pay’s supposed 
to be good, I don’t know any nude models who have 
turned full-time pro. I know a few who, like Dee, dab- 
bled in it as a sideline. But she had a child to support. 
I suppose there were many more who were at it 
occasionally when they were broke, but who never 
breathed a word. 

It was shortly after my brief flirtation with a fate 
worse than death that the gods changed their minds 
and my star began to rise. I met two photographers who 
set me on the road to success. One was David Hurn, 
the famous British reportage photographer. I met 
David when Vicky sent me around to his studio-cum- 
flat in Bayswater, which four years later, when I was 
struggling to make my way as a photographer, he was 
to rent to me at a nominal price. In retrospect, it’s 
clear that in those days any established photographer 
who wanted a bit of fun and had nothing better to do 
could ring up Vicky and offer to do free test pictures 
for one of her new girls. However, no sooner had David 
clapped eyes on me than he gave me the best advice of 
my life: “Keep your clothes on, girl, and have a go at 
becoming a fashion model. You've got the face for it.” 
I couldn’t believe my ears, and thinking he was putting 
me on, went into a fit of the giggles. Nude modeling, 
yes. I could get away with that because it was consid- 
ered so rude that most girls wouldn’t do it. But fashion 
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modeling seemed out of the question. Not even in my 
wildest dreams did I think I could make that grade. 

The other photographer who played a crucial role 
at this turning point in my modeling career was Michael 
Boys. Vicky Porter sent me on a go-see to his studio 
in Victoria Grove, South Kensington, shortly after my 
meeting with David. It was for a job advertising heaters. 
Somebody had dreamed up the idea that a heater shown 
keeping a naked girl warm was bound to sell. When 
Michael saw my pictures he threw up his hands. 

“You're great, but your pictures are terrible!” he 
said and immediately set about throwing most of them 
out, All the same, he gave me the job. That weekend, 
as arranged, I went by train to his farmhouse in the 
country where he had built a daylight studio. After 
the nude heater shot was finished, Michael told me I 
had worked so well that he wanted to use me the next 
day as well—this time with my clothes on, advertising 
Jaeger jumpers. I was modeling clothes! I couldn’t be- 
lieve my luck. Afterward, Michael gave me a fatherly 
chat, It was time I left Vicky Porter’s nude agency, he 
said, and joined an agency which handled a wider vari- 
ety of work. I explained that agencies were all very well 
for getting one jobs, but that they didn’t seem to be able 
to get one any money. Pd been with Vicky for three 
months and on paper had earned the equivalent of 
seven hundred dollars. But I had actually been paid 
less than half of that. 

“Okay,” Michael said, “don’t trust her but go and 
see Doris Lester. She works on a new system, through 
a bank, which makes it possible for her to pay models 
most of their money at the end of the week. You'll be 
charged a larger percentage, but at least you'll have 
money coming in.” 

Since I had absolutely no cash in hand and my bank 
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was pressing me to reduce my overdraft, I wasted no 
time in phoning Doris to make an appointment. Talent, 
her model agency, was located on exclusive Port- 
man Square. The next afternoon I was sitting in her 
reception room paging through issues of Vogue and 
Harper’s Bazaar, so nervous I didn’t see a thing. After 
what seemed an age, the accountant came out to have 
a look at me. 

“There’s a pretty young lass waiting out there,” I 
heard him say when he went back inside. That made me 
feel a lot better. After a few minutes I was shown in. 

Doris didn’t look anything like I had expected. She 
was a small, strange, deformed creature with an agi- 
tated air and a pronounced limp. Her face was thin, 
angular, and lopsided; her arms and legs were scrawny. 
But her breasts were disproportionately large. She cul- 
tivated a ladylike accent but her voice screeched like 
a worn phonograph record when she got excited. The 
story she spread around, and which was swallowed by 
everyone, was that she had been a beautiful and suc- 
cessful model in New York who’d had a tragic car 
accident which had damaged her spine. She had ex- 
tremely expensive taste in clothes, which seemed to 
back up the story that she had once been a mannequin. 
She also used to say things like, “God . . . yes, I remem- 
ber how hot those photographic lights can get!” or, 
“Absolutely, the modeling circuit in New York’s about 
three times as fast as here and my God, the Manhattan 
parties!” Brazen old fibber. When she committed sui- 
cide just a year after I joined her agency, which was 
hopelessly bankrupt, her mother told the true story. 
Doris had been deformed since birth. She’d dreamed up 
the whole fantastic story of the disfigured model on the 
train down to London from her home in Birmingham, 
a story too tragic not to be true. It persuaded a com- 
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pany of level-headed London bankers to invest money 
in her business. Not that they lost anything. As always, 
it was the models who suffered. The girls at Talent 
didn’t do so badly. At least we’d been paid 50 percent 
of what we’d earned right away. But we lost the ad- 
ditional 27 percent we were supposed to be paid when 
the client paid Doris, which in my case came to more 
than five thousand dollars. In fact, Doris, the old 
witch, had been pocketing not her agreed commission 
of 23 percent, but 50 percent of what we’d earned. 

But this financial disaster lay a year away from the 
day of our interview. Doris said yes, she’d love to have 
me. I got over right away the painful business of telling 
Vicky I was going elsewhere. Dear Vicky, she admitted 
that I was making the right move and six months later 
I was still getting checks from her. 

Very quickly I became Doris’s star girl, which meant 
I lost more than anyone else when she killed herself. 
Money started coming in on a weekly basis which I 
spent immediately on building up a wardrobe of clothes, 
Also, as I now could afford better quality food, steak, 
and salad, instead of stew with mounds of potatoes, I 
began to lose weight. 

Td always promised myself that if I were ever lucky 
enough to make it, I would never lose touch with my 
old friends like wicked people in fiction always do. Now 
I began to realize how difficult that was. I was learning 
the first cruel lesson of success. It didn’t seem to me 
that with my expensive hairdos, professional makeup, 
and fashionable clothes, I was becoming more glamor- 
ous. It seemed that my nursing friends were becoming 
more shabby and unkempt. It wasn’t that I rammed my 
success down their throats, either. The problem was 
that they had plenty of opportunities to pay me compli- 
ments: they’d seen pictures of me in newspapers and 
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magazines. But I really had to wrack my brains for 
something flattering to say about them. Also, I’d always 
thought that friends would applaud my success and lis- 
ten eagerly while I talked about it. That was so, at first. 
Soon, however, one unforgettable day over lunch at 
Miss Selfridge, a look of envy began to creep into even 
my closest friend’s eyes as she sat listening, chin 
propped up by her forearm, to me blabbing on about 
a modeling assignment in the south of France. It was 
then I realized I was on my own, that my friends of 
nursing days lived in another world, and that each 
month the gap between my world and theirs became 
more difficult to cross. 


2 


Both Sides of the Camera 


After my early successes I was convinced that I was 
going to make a fortune as a model and be a familiar 
face in every home. But I soon discovered that in the 
glamour game the most difficult problem that confronts 
the new arrival is survival. Sure it felt great to average 
two to three big assignments a week which on paper 
earned me three to five hundred dollars. But often I had 
to wait up to six months for the clients to pay up. By 
that time I'd more than spent what I was due to earn: on 
clothes, makeup, all those extras which I hoped would 
make me look more like the jet-set beauty I wanted to 
be. 

Only the strongest survive. On top of the financial 
strain was the problem of learńing to live with failure. 
Much of my week was spent walking the streets with 
my modeling portfolio, going from casting to casting. 
If one in ten paid off, I was doing well, but it was al- 
ways hard living with the fact that the other nine had 
turned me down. Television castings were the worst. 
Sometimes I joined a lineup of fifty girls, all looking 
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their best, all hoping to get the job. It was like being 
for sale in a-cattle market. I was obliged to be sweet 
and overfriendly to people to whom in another situation 
I wouldn’t give the time of day. There were many days 
spent sitting next to the phone, praying for that trip to 
the Bahamas that I and half the girls in town had audi- 
tioned for. Sometimes it seemed that the only face I had 
was the one I put on for the camera. 

And then it happened. I achieved every model’s 
dream. I was booked to work for Vogue! I couldn’t 
believe it; Pd called at Vogue House a dozen times to 
show the editors my portfolio, but had always been 
treated with indifference, even disdain. My break came 
one afternoon while I was having a hamburger lunch 
with Humphry in a trendy shopping arcade. I had very 
short platinum blonde hair which was ahead of fashion 
at the time. It was this that caught the sharp eye of 
Julia Frazer, one of Vogue’s fashion editors. 

“Hello,” this petite brunette of about thirty said. “Tm 
taking a few snaps upstairs for “Vogue Boutique,” you 
know Vogue's gossipy section?” 

“Oh, yeah?” I said, thinking she was some kind of 
amateur photographer trying to sell me a line. 

“Yes. You’re a model, aren’t you? I’m doing a few 
shots of some new American styles. If you’ve got half 
an hour to spare, Pd love to use you.” 

“How much do you pay?” I asked coolly. She looked 
astonished. Most girls would have paid to get into 
Vogue. 

“Why, nothing . . .” she began. 

“Well, all right, PII do it, as long as it doesn’t take 
too long,” I said rather ungraciously. 

I enjoyed modeling for Julia. It was the first time Pd 
worked with a female photographer and I liked it. She 
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was easier to communicate with than most of the men 
Td worked with. 

“You're great!” she told me. “Have you ever been 
up to Vogue with your portfolio?” 

“Oh, God, yes, lots of times. But they’re so uptight 
and snobby there. They treated me like dirt. They 
couldn’t even be bothered to look at my book. I won’t 
waste time on them again!” N 

Had I known that the sweet lady photographing me 
was one of the fashion editors I was blasting, my atti- 
tude would have been completely different. But instead 
of being sweet and fawning, I was angry and indignant. 
A week later my astonished agent phoned me with the 
news that Vogue had booked me for a three-day model- 
ing assignment with Clive Arrowsmith, one of London’s 
top fashion photographers. 

Clive was an inspiration to work with. He lay on the 
floor to make my legs look longer and had me leaping 
about like a ballerina. Later, up at Vogue House, they 
told me they loved the pictures. They said they were 
going to run them over twelve pages, the longest spread 
on any girl since Jean Shrimpton. I began to believe I 
was about to be rocketed to the top. American Vogue 
would soon be calling me up. Pd jet around the world 
like a princess. I could do anything! Everything was 
possible! 

Riding on a great wave of elation I was swept down 
to a camera shop in nearby Bond Street. Encouraged 
by a clever salesman I phoned my family bank manager 
back in Worcester and persuaded him to lend me the 
equivalent of a thousand dollars, convincing both him 
and myself that I was going to be a famous photogra- 
pher. 

This was probably the most daring and the wisest 
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move I’d made so far, though it took me much longer 
than I expected to realize my dream. Hard times, doubt, 
and despair lay ahead. 

The first blow was that I didn’t get twelve pages in 
Vogue. They reduced the pictures and crammed them 
all into two pages. Most people didn’t even recognize 
me. I did two more fashion sessions for the magazine. 
But they didn’t go very well. I became disheartened and 
depressed. I hadn’t made it. Pd just missed. My brand- 
new camera equipment lay in the corner of my small 
apartment collecting dust... . 

It was six months before I regained my spirits. Grad- 
ually I began to pick up my Nikon and learn the fun- 
damentals of photography, often from men who'd pho- 
tographed me. I took my camera everywhere. I photo- 
graphed my modeling friends in dressing rooms. It was 
a gimmick, a giggle. But all the time I was learning. 

I was busily snapping away backstage between ap- 
pearances on the catwalk during a Mary Quant fashion 
show when I was first noticed by the press. The Sunday 
Mirror called me up afterward and asked me to show 
them the pictures. 

What I had was some rather underexposed but pretty 
raunchy black and white film. The newspaper ran three 
of my photos under the headline “Model’s Lib.” Ac- 
cording to the story, model’s lib began “when top model 
Suze sidled to the other side of the camera at a fashion 
show.” The front page carried a big picture of me with 
my camera, dressed in nothing but a frilly shirt showing 
lots of cleavage and thigh. 

The publicity about “rebel cameragirl Suze,” as the 
British press began to call me, really got my photo- 
graphic career off the ground and started me thinking 
seriously of going professional. It was perfect timing. 
Women’s lib was very much in the news and photog- 
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raphy was known as an almost totally male-dominated 
field. I'm still riding high on that “rebel cameragirl” 
image. 

A lot of people laughed at me, said I was a dizzy 
blonde, that once the novelty wore off Pd go down the 
drain. But these were men who were soon to be my 
competitors. I had the best gimmick in the business: a 
sexy girl taking pictures of sexy girls. People loved it 
and kept asking for more. 

I also had an important secret weapon: Humphry, 
the power behind my throne. He was always there to 
kick around moneymaking ideas. Right from the start 
he advised me to specialize in pinup. 

“Everybody else is lining up to do fashion and adver- 
tising,” he said. “It'll take you years to get anywhere. 
But this is the nude boom. Right now there’s a shortage 
of good pinup photographers. That’s where you could 
get in. Technically you’ve got a lot to learn. But as far 
as girls are concerned, you’ve got the best contacts, 
and girls are the raw material of the business. If you 
want it there’s a niche there for you that'll take you a 
long, long way.” 

This sounded like sense to me. So I set about carving 
out a niche in the pinup business and to my delight 
found there was plenty of room for me. At last I was 
able to take the initiative; no more hanging around in 
line waiting to be discovered. Now it was my turn to 
get out there and do the discovering. 

Finding the girl, a classy-looking chick with a good 
figure who'll striptease for your camera: that’s the first 
and the most difficult move in the glamour game. But 
as Humphry had pointed out, that was what I could do 
easily. I knew most of the models in town and they 
loved me. They loved me for becoming a photographer, 
for showing them that there was, after all, a life after 
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modeling. Also they trusted me the way they wouldn’t 
trust a male photographer, thank God, because I im- 
mediately ran into the problem of how to finance my 
shootings. Without an assignment I had to buy all the 
film, pay for the location, the lights, and the model. It 
would be months before I could expect to get any 
money back. The only expense I could cut down on was 
the model fee. All the girls who worked with me at that 
time agreed to do so on spec, which meant they allowed 
me to shoot and reshoot until I got the pictures right, 
but only got paid when I did. 

During these early days my attempts to get published 
in pinup magazines were rather sporadic. Modeling 
remained my main source of income. In the spring of 
1973, in an attempt to bump up my earnings, Hum- 
phry and I drove down to Italy in my convertible 1962 
Alfa Romeo. The plan was that while I cashed in on the 
modeling scene in Milan, Humphry could continue 
work on his book, The Divine Madness, in Dolcedo, 
an ancient mountain village near the sea which boasted 
a bridge built by the Knights of Malta in the thirteenth 
century. 

That episode in Italy was madness all right, but 
certainly not divine. Milan was flooded with young 
American models from big New York agencies. I was 
with a new English agency that didn’t have any pull in 
that hot, cliquish Italian city. Every Friday night I 
would get into my old Alfa and take a three-hour free- 
way drive down to Dolcedo, where Humphry would be 
half-crazed from not having spoken to anyone for five 
days. 

It was during that strange summer that my first 
opportunity to publish photographs in a fashion maga- 
zine presented itself, in the guise of a volatile, gray- 
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haired little man called Sergio, art director of a top 
Italian fashion magazine. 

Sergio was the archetypal dirty old man, perpetually 
in a froth of excitement over the pretty young girls who 
flocked to his office with their portfolios under their 
arms. The models called him Dracula and it was whis- 
pered among them that he would use every dirty trick 
in the book to get a girl into bed. Ugly and old he may 
have been, but he had power. He was the one to cast 
both the models and the photographers for the maga- 
zine. 

I was introduced to this little monster at a dinner 
party and immediately hit him with the idea of my ` 
shooting a layout on “a day in the life of a model.” He 
said he was interested so I made an appointment to see 
him in his office the following day. 

I was so excited at the prospect of getting my first 
magazine cuttings for my photographer’s portfolio that 
I sat up most of the night sketching the various shots 
that I envisaged for the layout. This was my first big 
chance and I was determined to make the best of it. 

The next day Sergio still seemed to go for the idea, 
but insisted that we discuss it over dinner that night. 
My heart sank, particularly when he told me he was 
going to assign a young male photographer to shoot 
over my shoulder in case I blew it. 

“Oh, well,” I consoled myself. “I’ll have to do it on 
his terms, but I’m sure I can handle the old lecher!” 

It wasn’t that easy. After a romantic candlelight din- 
her with this toothy old man playing footsie-tootsie and 
kneesie-weesie under the table, Sergio suggested we go 
for a drink in the disco of the nearby Hilton hotel. 

“It'll have to be a quick one because I’m very tired 
and Pm working tomorrow,” I told him in French. He 
couldn’t speak English and I couldn’t speak Italian. 
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At the Hilton, Sergio went straight to the reception 
desk and picked up something. He seemed to be well 
known by the staff. When we stepped into the elevator, 
Sergio pushed the button for the fifth floor, not the top 
floor where the disco was. 

“Why number five?” I asked him. “Aren’t we going 
to the discotheque?” 

“Yes, yes,” Sergio replied. “But first we stop and 
have champagne in a room that I keep here. Wouldn’t 
you like that?” His wrinkled old eyes were wide with 
innocence. 

“No! No! I don’t like champagne and I really do 
want to dance!” I protested. The elevator glided to a 
halt and the doors slid open. Sergio strutted out, but 
when he saw I intended to stay inside he held the door 
open. 

“What does this mean?” he snapped. “You don’t 
trust me? Obviously if you don’t trust me then we can’t 
work together.” He stamped his little foot. “Come with 
me and have a drink to show that you're a friend. 
Otherwise, you can go but I warn you that you'll never 
work for me again and you'll never work for the maga- 
zine either!” 

Oh, shit! I thought, a bit taken aback by Sergio’s 
brazen blackmail. I don’t think I’ve ever been forced, 
before or since, to fuck for favors. But this time I had 
no option. I was determined to get my first photo- 
graphic spread. It meant more to me than all my model- 
ing cuttings put together. Nothing was going to stop 
me, not even a demanding, overbearing little dwarf like 
Sergio. 

“Okay. You leave me with no choice!” I said loftily 
as I stepped out of the elevator and followed him to the 
room he obviously kept for the sole purpose of “trying 
out” models. The champagne arrived a few minutes 
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later. I sat stiffly on the edge of the king-size bed while 
Sergio relaxed in the center. 

“Come here,” he said, patting the bed. “I won’t bite 
you!” He grinned, baring his yellow fangs. 

I gave up. I wanted to get it over with as quickly as 
possible. I crawled over to him, braced myself, closed 
my eyes tight when he started kissing me. Within a few 
seconds his hand was up my skirt and into my pants. I 
began to relax and even to enjoy myself as he expertly 
massaged me. With the lights and my clothes off, it 
wasn’t too bad. He had a lot of energy for a man of his 
age, and though his size didn’t fill me with rapture, 
his fingers were everywhere. 

At last it was the big day of my first assignment as a 
photographer. I'd worked out all the locations. We 
would start with the model having a shower in the 
morning, then go to her catching a taxi in the plaza, 
showing her portfolio to an art director, having a diet 
lunch with a friend, shooting in a studio, shopping for 
accessories, then dancing in a disco with a date later 
in the evening. 

It all sounded great in theory because it was drawn 
from firsthand experience. But right from the start there 
were problems. The model Sergio had chosen was an 
American, girlfriend of Ganni, the young photographer 
forever at my shoulder, duplicating every shot I took. 
She worked regularly for the magazine, knew this was 
my first assignment as a photographer and therefore 
treated me with disdain. 

Despite all my careful preparation, I was shaky with 
nervousness. The weather didn’t help either. The usu- 
ally sunny Italian sky was dark with dripping clouds as 
I set up the taxi shot. Sergio, no encouragement at all, 
blamed me for the drizzle. He made me so anxious that 
Thad to fight to keep still when I focused my camera. 
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My hands were trembling so much that I loaded the 
first roll of film badly. When I opened the case after 
rolling it back, yards of ruined negative fell into my lap. 
The model, the taxi driver, and Ganni all glared at me 
in exasperation. Sergio exploded. I nearly burst into 
tears. But somehow I did the shots and went on to 
fight my way through the rest of the day. That really 
has been the story of my life. I’ve always been too 
impatient to wait until I was competent enough because 
that way maybe I’d wait forever. Instead, I'd jump into 
the deep end. Bluffing one’s way through closed doors 
is a nerve-wracking experience, but I’ve found anxiety 
to be the growing pains of success. 

There were compensations, however, because I soon 
began to get into mischief with some of the sexy girls 
on the other side of my camera, Take Soapy, twenty- 
five, five feet eight, slim with ivory skin, a natural plat- 
inum blonde. Her pale blue eyes were slightly squinted 
which gave this strange, beautiful girl the look of a 
white witch. 

“She looks like she’s on LSD all the time, but she 
doesn’t take drugs,” a well-hung seasoned male model 
called Alan Ball told me proudly. “You've just got to 
meet this chick! She’s flying in from New York tomor- 
row. PI bring her round on the way back from the air- 
port.” 

I took to Soapy immediately and soon discovered 
that the feelings were mutual. So when she found that 
Alan’s flat was cramped and that mine had a spare 
room, it didn’t take much to persuade her to move in 
with me for the rest of her two-week stay in London. 
Alan was semigay, so there was no static from his side. 

Soapy, as everyone called her, got her nickname 
from her habit of spending hours in the bathroom. 
This didn’t bother me because she usually left the door 
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slightly ajar in case someone else needed it. What did 
she do in there all the time? As I got to know her better, 
J discovered that she was delighted if someone kept her 
company during her almost endless toilette. I often sat 
on the edge of the bath, or fully dressed on the toilet 
seat, for hours at a stretch, watching her at work. With 
slow, trancelike movements she’d brush her teeth, 
scrub her nails, take out her contact lenses, and put 
them in again. She’d wash two pairs of pants and a pair 
of stockings, wring them out and rinse them two or 
three times. Making pleasant, light conversation and 
giving me her fey look in the mirror, she’d massage 
cream into her cheeks, paint and repaint the nails on 
her fingers and toes with colorless varnish, do and redo 
the makeup on her eyes and eyebrows. Then she’d take 
out her contact lenses once more, never in a hurry, 
wash them, and put them back. If one waited long 
enough, one noticed a lot of repetition of this sort. The 
hours she spent in the bathroom had very little to do 
with vanity. Once I asked her why. 

“Because I like it,” she answered. 

With her slighty schizy, spaced-out air, I never 
guessed that Soapy was sexy. One night when Humphry 
was away at a psychiatry conference, I discovered my 
mistake. 

Soapy and I were sitting in the lounge, about to go to 
bed. She was wearing a clinging blue velveteen gown 
that reached the floor at the back but was cut away in 
the front to expose her slim, beautifully shaped legs. It 
fastened just above her bare pussy. Unlike me, bare- 
footed in my antique pink satin gown, Soapy had put on 
a pair of high-heeled slippers. 

“You're looking fantastic,” I applauded, really ap- 
preciating the spectacle of this ivory-skinned girl with 
her platinum blonde hair lounging on the black leather 
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sofa. “Honestly, I don’t know why you won’t do pic- 
tures with me.” 

“You can take pictures of me anytime,” she said, 
cocking a leg in a typical pinup pose, “as long as they’re 
just for yourself.” I helped myself to a refill from the 
bottle of scotch on the low table between us, filling her 
glass at the same time. We’d somehow managed to 
work our way through a third of the bottle. 

“You know the studio’s still set up from that session 
I was doing this afternoon. How’s about doing a few 
Polaroids?” I suggested. Soapy gave me a few seconds 
of that slightly squinted look of hers, then emptied her 
glass in two gulps. 

“Now that could be a whole lot of fun,” she said, 
pouring herself yet another glass and insisting on doing 
the same for me. 

“This way, my little sexlet,” I commanded. Picking 
up her glass, then as an afterthought the bottle of whis- 
ky, she followed me through to the studio, teetering 
on her heels and giggling to herself in her eerie, de- 
tached way. There she flopped onto the double bed 
standing in one corner and was about to kick off her 
shoes when I stopped her. 

“A girls heels are the last thing she should take off 
at night!” While I fiddled with the lights she rolled over 
on her side, exposing one slender, pale pumpkin of a 
buttock as she sorted through the pile of tape cassettes 
next to the bed for some sexy music. “That’s a great 
shot! Don’t move for ten minutes!” I joked as I stag- 
gered over with one of the lights. “We may as well 
shoot you right there on the bed. It’s more comfortable 
and sexy than just a plain backdrop.” Soapy managed 
to shove in a tape called “The Night Tripper” by Dr. 
John and then sank onto the satin cushions; obediently 
holding the pose. Angling the white umbrella above the 


SUZE 45 


light, I guessed an exposure of f/8 and clambered up 
onto a chair so that I could shoot down onto the bed. 
“Okay, sexpot, arch your back and open your legs a 
bit,” I told her, so that both cheeks of her buttocks were 
clear of the gown and her silvery pubic hair caught the 
light below the dark, puckered crater of her ass. 

“Oh, Suze, what are you doing?” Soapy purred, 
reaching up with one hand for her glass of whisky on 
the shelf above the bed and downing it with one gulp. 

“Just focusing,” I called down, as I peered at her 
through the viewfinder, struggling to keep my balance 
on the wobbly chair. 

Flash! I got off the chair, pulled out the Polaroid, 
and looked at my watch. While I waited the minute it 
takes to develop, I loaded my Nikon camera with a roll 
of Plus-X film. 

“TIl shoot black and white first, so we can get some 
prints, and then, maybe, we’ll go on to some color,” I 
said, ripping open the Polaroid. “Hey! It’s great! Just 
about half a stop overexposed. But that’s nice. You look 
like an albino, except for your alcohol flush!” I laughed, 
bending over to show her the picture. I fancied I saw 
Soapy’s gaze lingering for a moment on the tits sticking 
out of my half-open gown. Delicately licking her lips, 
she looked at the Polaroid. 

“Neat,” she said, “really neat! Can I have it for 
Alan?” 

“Of course. But let’s shoot another one at the right 
exposure for the old pro and we'll give this one to 
Humphry.” Soapy smiled secretively, this time coming 
up on her arms and knees, arching her back, and push- 
ing her ass into the air. Was it my imagination or was 
there a glistening dampness among the silver hairs of 
the pussy she was thrusting so invitingly at me? I cocked 
the shutter and moved in closer. 
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“Alan’s going to love this one,” she whispered, bare- 
ly audibly. “He likes to fuck me up the ass.” 

“I know,” I came back as I clicked the shutter. 
Soapy collapsed into a heap of silent giggles. 

“How do you know?” she got out. “Have you fucked 
him?” 

“Yes. Three years ago when I was still a model, 
Alan’s got a big cock and I’m a sucker for that.” 

“Mmm,” Soapy purred, looking at me provocatively 
through her pale lashes. “Has Humphry got a big one?” 

“Yes. Long as your arm. You'll have to check it out 
when he gets back!” 

“That’s not a bad idea.” Soapy rolled over onto her 
back and ran a finger thoughtfully along the inside of 
her parted, naked thighs. It was hard to believe that this 
brazen little tart, lying there exposing her glistening 
snatch for me, was the girl I thought I knew. I wasn’t 
going to question the transformation, though. Instead, 
I poured two more triple whiskies and sat on the edge 
of the bed, Soapy scrutinized me over the top of her 
glass. “You're not into girls, by chance, Suze?” she 
asked with a husky intonation, as if her throat were 
trying to stop the words coming out. 

“Oh, sometimes,” I smiled, running a hand along the 
same satiny smooth path her finger had traced a few 
moments earlier, Gently I undid her gown and pulled 
back the velveteen to reveal her little pink rosebud- 
like nipples and beautifully shaped, firm tits, surprisingly 
large for such a slim body. Soapy’s empty glass slipped 
from her long fingers and, with what sounded like a 
sigh of relief, she sank back onto the cushions. 

I shrugged off my gown, and murmuring soft endear- 
ments, I lay down next to her, turned her face by put- 
ting a hand to her cheek, and gently brushed her soft, 
parted lips with mine. That did it. Suddenly the trans- 
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formation of Soapy was complete. Twining her arms 
and legs around me, she darted her tongue into my 
mouth and pressed her naked belly and legs against 
mine. Passion flamed through me. My pussy began to 
purr with pleasure. When she slid a hand between my 
legs, I could feel that the insides of my thighs were 
slippery- 

“J want to suck your pussy,” I hissed, between kisses, 
and the way she plunged and wagged her tongue around 
in my mouth was all the encouragement I needed. I 
slid slowly off the bed and, kissing ‘her all the way, I 
caressed her tits, her tummy, her thighs, until finally I 
sank down to the floor on my knees. Soapy swiveled 
around until her legs were pointing toward me, and dug 
her heels into the mattress at the edge of the bed, knees 
wide apart, and obligingly shuffled her ass toward my 
waiting mouth. For perfection, I got her to lift herself 
and placed one of the satin cushions under her buttocks. 
Nuzzling into position, I gently tickled her puss with the 
point of my tongue, darting and thrusting it between 
her downy lips until they parted. Then, with a shudder 
of passion I began to suck her. After a few minutes of 
savoring the flavor, I zoned in on her clit. First, I 
worked my tongue in little circles around the tiny, 
bright little feeler, delighted to see it swell in response. 
Then I lapped it gently with my tongue and when it had 
grown even more, rolled it between my lips, stroking it 
gently between my tongue and teeth. 

“Ooohwwwssshiittt!” moaned Soapy, furiously rub- 
bing the insides of her thighs against my ears. “Aww, 
aww, awwh!” All artistry was forgotten as I lost myself 
in her, rubbing my nose, my face, my lips all over her 
velvety snatch till her juices were running in rivulets 
down my cheeks and dripping off my chin. There was 
no other thought in my mind except to fuck. 
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“Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!” chanted Soapy from 
underneath the cushion she was hugging to her face 
and tearing with her teeth. 

“Wish I could,” I gasped, getting back onto the bed 


but still holding her hot slit in my left hand. “But Pl | 


do my best. Pass me the vibrator next to the stereo.” 
Soapy glanced over her shoulder and stretched back 
with a long, slim arm to where my Hitachi HV-210 was 
lying, plugged in and ready to go. I switched it onto 
low and placed the vibrating head against her pubic 
bone, just above where her clitoris peeped out like a 
randy tomcat’s prick. “Put on the headphones,” I sug- 
gested, “so that the noise of the vibrator doesn’t dis- 
tract you.” 

“Good idea, babe,” Soapy slurred, closing her eyes 
and throwing her head back as I inserted first one, then 
two fingers up her cunt and pumped rhythmically as I 
vibrated her clit. 

“Oh, fuck! Oh, fuuuuck!” yelled Soapy, because of 
the earphones unaware how much noise she was mak- 
ing, thrashing around on the bed, frigging herself off on 
my fingers. When I could see that she’d already passed 
the point of no return, I pulled my fingers out of her 
cunt and replaced them with my thumb. Then, gently 
as I could, I inserted my sodden index finger up her 
ass, by now slippery with pussy juice. 

“Aw, yeah, aw, yeah, owwshiit!” was my reward, 
and Soapy writhed and heaved insanely under this new 
stimulation. 

“You weren’t lying. You do love it up the ass,” 1 
murmured, aware that she couldn’t hear me but relish- 
ing my power to please. I was determined to give her all 
she could take. Gently I slipped a second and then a 
third finger up her ass. 

“Ow! Oooowww! Naaawww!” she whined, but at the 
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same time lifted her ass high off the bed to give me more 
yoom to maneuver. Her sphincter muscle contracted 
and relaxed as I squeezed the thin membrane between 
my plunging thumb and fingers. When her cunt began 
to contract rhythmically as well, and her cries became 
increasingly loud and mindless, I knew she was begin- 
ning to come. I rammed my three fingers all the way up 
her ass, sparing her none of the pain that I knew from 
personal experience would intensify her pleasure. Her 
hands frantically pummeling her breasts, both her ori- 
fices gnawing hungrily at my hand, her ass bucking 
wildly in the air, Soapy let out a high-pitched, wavering 
howl, increasing her volume with every beat until it 
became a scream a hairbreadth away from agony. 

As her ecstasy faded, her passion-clenched muscles 
relaxed and she sank back onto the bed. Gently I let my 
fingers slip out of her and opened her legs wide so that 
I could lick the hot come that matted her light blonde 
pussy hairs. Then I transferred the vibrator to my own 
aching snatch to come silently, but sharply, what 
seemed like a few seconds later. I gently removed the 
earphones from Soapy’s head and put them back on 
the shelf. 

“You came so loud you must have wakened the 
whole block,” I whispered. Sodden with scotch, Soapy 
was already half asleep. She smiled sweetly when I 
folded her in my arms like a younger sister, content to 
leave the afterplay for another day. 


I was finding new pleasure outlets, but as far as 
business was concerned, success continued to come the 
hard way. For two years I struggled to make photogra- 
phy pay. My lack of experience. was working against 
me. Most photographers start out as someone else’s 
assistant. I learned by the heartbreaking process of trial 
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and error. The economic recession of 1973-74 added 
to my problem of survival. The more photographs I 
took, the less I modeled. My only source of income 
was drying up while my photography was costing 
me more than it earned. Toward the end of 1974 
things were so bad for me that I wasn’t even bothering 
to look at my bills because there was nothing to pay 
them with. I just stuffed them unopened into a large 
brown envelope which grew fatter every day. If I didn’t 
get a break soon, I knew I was done for. 


3 


The Girl 


“How Pd like to get my hands on that girl!” I ran 
my eyes over the beauty who leaned invitingly against 
a tree, wearing nothing but a smile and a thin strip of 
towel which barely covered her pussy. She wasn’t so 
much smiling as smoldering. I lingered over the picture, 
the daily glamour girl in an English newspaper called 
The Sun, stirred by her large but astonishingly firm 
breasts, small waist, boyish backside, long, slim legs. 
Td seen plenty of busty beauties, but none of them 
could have gotten me all worked up at 9:30 in the 
morning. This girl was all the great blonde bombshells 
rolled into one with a strength and dignity of her own. 

“Who’s in the hot spot today?” asked Humphry, 
coming in from the bathroom. He let out a long, low 
whistle when he looked over my shoulder. 

“Who’s that? Do you know her?” 

“Her name’s Inga Anderssen. She’s Norwegian, new 
in town. I saw a sixteen-by-twenty print of her up 
at The Sun’s picture desk a week ago. They think she’s 
fantastic.” 


52 SUZE 


“Why not check her out right away? You never know, 
she might be a virgin.” What Humphry was joking 
about was the old-fashioned double standard of the bet- 
ter quality pinup magazines which usually won’t touch 
pictures of a girl who’s bared her pussy for a rival. 

“Doubt if it’s worth the trouble. She’s so fantastic 
every shark in town must be after her. If she’s into 
pussy pictures at all, she’ll have been done ten times 
over by now. However, here goes,” I said, picking up 
the phone on the bedside table and dialing The Sun, 
They told me she was with the Penny Personal agency. 
Next I called there. 

“Yes, she used to be with us,” the booker at Penny 
Personal told me, “but she’s gone over to Top Models.” 
So I rang Top Models. 

“Inga’s out on appointments all day,” they told me. 
“But we can get her to come over to your studio on 
Monday.” 

Midmorning Monday, Inga arrived on my doorstep 
in jeans and a black leather jacket, looking like a young 
down-at-heel Brigitte Bardot. Her English was good 
but her accent strongly Scandinavian. 

“Yes, I have been asked to do pictures for Pent- 
house,” she said, pulling a face. “But I don’t want to 
open my legs like that. It’s not very attractive, you 
know.” 

“It’s those men who take the photos,” I said artfully. 
“They think that the only way to make a girl look sexy 
is to get her to show everything. I don’t agree. I think a 
girl looks even more sexy when she hides something.” 
Inga gave me a penetrating look. I was beginning to get 
the message that here was one blue-eyed blonde with 
big tits who had wits as well. 

“Okay,” she said, “you take some test pictures and 
see what they look like.” Before she went off on her 
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rounds I got her to leave me her composite, although I 
didn’t think the pictures on it did her justice, and also 
several clippings from The Sun. Armed with these, I 
set off for the Penthouse offices in unfashionable West 
Kensington. 

“Look at this fabulous girl ’'ve found!” I announced 
to Brian Pinchback, then art director there. Because 
Brian was the chip-on-shoulder, working-class-back- 
ground type, I never really felt at ease with him. True, 
he had bought four girlie layouts from me despite their 
amateurishness, Lighting a naked body is one of the 
most difficult things to do, and at that time my girls 
tended to look either muddy, green, or orange. I 
chopped off their feet and hands, but somehow man- 
aged to get cables, power packs, and other items of 
photographic equipment into the frame. But for what 
my photography lacked, my models compensated. Girls 
would work with me who wouldn’t work with a male, 
no matter how experienced he was. 

The first time a girl takes off her clothes in front of 
the camera is always a leap in the dark for her. If the 
photographer is female then it’s one hell of a lot easier. 
Gone is the fear that she’s going to be raped before the 
session’s over. Weight problems, tit and ass problems 
can be discussed up front more easily with another girl. 
Even more important, since going public with your pri- 
vate parts often causes a lot of static from boyfriends 
and anxious mothers, the fact that at least she’s not be- 
ing photographed by a potentially lecherous male often 
makes life much easier for the model. 

“Yes,” said Brian, spreading the pictures of Inga on 
his desk, “yeah, she’s a dish.” 

“Do you think she’ll make center spread?” I asked, 
since Penthouse was supposed to pay twice as much for 
a center spread as a side spread. 
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“Maybe,” said Brian, “we’ll have to see. She’s cer- 
tainly the type.” 

My next move was to set up the location, because 
the tiny studio I rented from David Hurn was too small 
for full-length work. I decided a cool Scandinavian like 
Inga would look best in a warm, exotic setting. So I 
contacted Siggy, a male model whose flat was crammed 
with exotic cushions, drapes, and Art Deco pieces, the 
perfect setting for Inga to put on a sex show. 

“Thursday will be okay,” he said. “You can test 
there for nothing. We’ll talk about money if you de- 
cide to shoot the Penthouse session there.” 

Thursday morning at ten I was having problems try- 
ing to figure out where to place the photographic lights 
in the small, overstuffed room. Siggy had crammed 
enough furniture into his little flat to fill a house! Cup- 
boards overflowed with costumes, clothes and silk 
scarves, which he used as props in picture sessions for 
magazines like Vogue. The bed was invisible under a 
pile of richly colored cushions. Great, this place really 
had atmosphere! What I didn’t realize was that to get 
Inga into the picture I’'d have to stand on Siggy’s an- 
tique tables, shoot through fringed curtains and around 
fragile lamps. 

Inga arrived at midday, straight from the hairdresser, 
her hair hanging in golden curls, her fabulous figure 
squeezed into a beige suit she’d bought that morning. 

“Do you like this?” she asked, spinning around so 
that the skirt rose provocatively above her knees. “I did 
what you said and got a softer color than black. I look 
too hard in black.” 

“Black’s okay for evenings. It’s just a bit severe in 
daylight. Look, I’ve been shopping, too, only I didn’t 
have to pay. Biba, you know, the Art Deco department 
store? They lent me all this stuff.” I pulled out a long, 
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black sequin dress that was strapless and cut precari- 
ously low across the bust with slits that went from the 
ankle all the way up to the thigh. 

“That’s great,” she cooed. “Shall I try it on?” 

“Yes. Dump all your things in the corner over there. 
I’ve also got some naughty knickers like this,” I went 
on, waving a pair of scant, semitransparent pants in 
front of her. “Maybe you'd like to try stockings and 
garters with that dress?” 

I pretended not to look as Inga slipped off her jacket, 
took her time undoing the buttons on her blouse, then 
turned away to slide out of her skirt. She wasn’t wear- 
ing panty hose, just a brief pair of pants. Her long legs 
were still tanned from the summer and covered with 
soft, golden down. She didn’t shave her legs, she didn’t 
need to, and that I found really sexy. What I wanted to 
know now was what color her pussy was. Still with her 
back to me she slid her pants down her legs, hooked 
on the garter belt, and rolled on the black stockings. 
The globes of her ass were tight and round, and when- 
ever she bent over I caught brief glimpses of trim, 
golden hair between her half-parted thighs. This girl 
was going to be great! 

“Can you help me with the dress please, Suze?” she 
asked. “I can’t reach the zip.” I was there in a flash, 
tracing her contours with my fingertips as I guided her 
into the black sheath. 

“Fits like a glove,” I said, gawking at the tits which 
threatened to burst over the top of the dress. 

“I love it,” purred Inga, stroking herself in front of 
the mirror. “It’s good for the breasts and the legs.” She 
always spoke about her body in the third person. “Do 
you think I could buy it? How much does it cost?” 

“Fifty pounds, sale price,” I told her; “originally a 
hundred pounds.” 
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“It’s worth that, you know. Even though I never go 
out and have nowhere to wear such a dress, it’ll be very 
good for pictures.” 

“Baby, don’t worry. With looks like yours you'll soon 
have plenty of places to go.” 

“Oh, no! I never meet anybody I really like. Tve just 
got rid of my English boyfriend. He was very nice and 
sexy and good-looking, too. But I got bored. He liked 
me too much, That’s what always happens. As soon as 
I get a guy I don’t want him. I’d rather be alone than 
with someone who follows me around all the time. The 
only man I like is my Norwegian boyfriend. He’s rich. 
He owns two boutiques. He’s good-looking, not pretty, 
but manly. He’s got a really fabulous body and I must 
have that. All the others girls in my hometown are after 
him, but he’s faithful to me!” she said proudly, her eyes 
glinting with self-congratulation. 

“That’s the way,” I reassured her, as I guided her 
through the equipment and Siggy’s knickknacks to the 
bed. 

“Get comfortable. We’ll do a few warm-up poses 
with that dress. They'll be good for your portfolio. Then 
we can get you into the sexy underwear.” 

The moment I pointed the camera at her, Inga 
changed completely. The shy, rather stiff girl was in- 
stantly transformed into a voluptuous Miss Venus, go- 
ing through poses and expressions with an intensity and 
sense of timing that Pd never seen before. 

“You're great,” I called from behind a chandelier. 
“Try on the underwear while I reload my camera.” 

Find the girl. That’s the glamour photographer’s first 
commandment. I knew that I’d found a star when Inga 
reappeared in the garish, see-through top and pants 
trimmed with black lace where they opened at the 
crotch. Her beautiful face was serious with sullen sexi- 
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ness. The flat, beautifully muscled tummy, the breasts 
that jutted out aggressively through the nylon and 
which she fondled at my command, had an unbeliev- 
able, cartoon-like perfection. But responsive as she 
was, she made a point of keeping her knees firmly to- 
gether. I didn’t insist she open up. This was only a test 
session and she was still feeling her way with me. When 
she trusted my taste, I was certain, only then would she 
show her blonde pussy to the camera. 

Afterward, I offered to drive her home and was as- 
tonished to hear that she lived alone in a cheap bed- 
and-breakfast setup in Richmond, 

“But that’s way out of town!” I exclaimed. 

“Don’t worry. You can drop me off at the Earls 
Court station. I'll go home by subway.” 

“That’s not what I meant. I meant it must be difficult 
for you to work if you have to travel so far every day.” 

“Yes, it takes me at least an hour there and an hour 
back. I have to change at Earls Court every time. I 
don’t like it there but it’s very expensive in town, you 
know.” I couldn’t believe my ears. Here was this beauty, 
whom I'd imagined must be living with a jealous mil- 
lionaire in Mayfair, living alone in a fifty-dollar-a- 
month rooming house in nowheresville! 

“But don’t you get hustled on the streets?” I asked. 

“Oh, yes, many times, some days. But I just look 
down and ignore them and they go away.” I shook my 
head, touched by her suddenly childish tone. 

On the way home I kept thinking of a girl called 
Angie Green, also blonde and pretty, who’d been doing 
a nude session with me for Penthouse in my studio off 
Queensway. One afternoon we’d shot some pictures for 
The Sun in Hyde Park which was about 150 yards from 
my front door. The Sun likes its girl topless, so when 
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I thought no one was looking, I got her to bare her 
breasts. She’d also planned to go home by subway— 
from the Queensway station, As the train rushed in, a 
man she later described to police as Oriental-looking, 
pushed her forward onto the tracks, Fortunately, in- 
stead of falling in front of the train she hit the side 
and escaped with a few bruises and a black eye. Pd felt 
very bad about that. Perhaps we’d been followed back 
from the park by someone who’d waited for Angie to 
go home and then tried to kill her. What if some en- 
vious lunatic should assault Inga, the blonde beauty he 
could never have? I decided that she was going to have 
to stay with me—if I could get Humphry to agree. I'd 
tell him that I'd have her prancing naked in front of 
the camera from morning till night, and that would in- 
spire his writing. 

The next day I called her in Richmond. 

“I don’t think it’s safe for you to stay in that sort of 
place on your own,” I told her. “We’ve got a spare 
room here; why not come and stay with me, at least 
while we’re working together?” 

“It doesn’t worry me here,” she said, “except that 
it’s so far. You know it’s not easy sharing with other 
people.” 

“Nonsense! Humphry’s a really cool guy. I’m sure 
you'll get on very well indeed.” 

“Thank you very much, PI think about it. Pm going 
to try to get a cheap [she pronounced it “tchip”] hotel 
nearer town this afternoon. Otherwise I’ll ring you.” 

“Okay,” I said, “but be sure to look after yourself 
until then.” 

“Actually, I’m quite good at looking after myself,” 
she said, with a touch of pride. How right time proved 
her to be! 
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Inga called me back that evening. 

“The hotels in town are so expensive!” she com- 
plained. “You know the cheapest one I could find was 
three pounds a day! That’s more than three times what 
Im paying now.” She slipped into her childish tone, 
“Jt’s too expensive for me, you know?” 

“Well, come and stay with us then.” 

“Are you sure? Have you spoken to your boyfriend?” 

“Look, baby, he’d like to have you in more ways than 
one.” 

“What does that mean?” she asked, though I’m sure 
she had a pretty good idea. 

“Never mind, when are you coming over?” 

“Would tomorrow be all right? I have to leave here 
by twelve or I have to pay for another day.” 

“See you tomorrow,” I said, and breathed a sigh of 
relief, Not only had I found the girl, the best pinup 
model Pd ever seen, but I was about to tuck her away 
safe from prowling male photographers. I poured my- 
self a stiff gin and tonic, lit a joint, and dreamed ex- 
travagantly about the future, 


As arranged, Inga arrived by taxi the next morning 
with two small white suitcases and a plastic carrying 
bag. 

“I'm going to buy some food, I’m terribly hungry,” 
were just about the first words she said. I gave her a 
key and out she went. Half an hour later she was back 
with half a grilled chicken (she pronounced it “tchee- 
kin”), a cabbage as big as her head, and half a dozen 
grapefruit. While we stood chatting in the kitchen, I 
watched astonished as she systematically worked her 
Way through all of the chicken, half the cabbage, and 
two grapefruit. All the time she went on about dieting, 
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explaining what was fattening and what wasn’t, while 
the passion our picture session had stirred up in me 
disappeared as quickly as the food she was gobbling. 

“I read this about grapefruits,” she assured me 
gravely. “They’ve got an acid that eats up the food in 
your stomach so you don’t get fat.” 

This prodigious eating performance, I soon discov- 
ered, was no passing thing. While she stayed with us 
she regularly worked her way through a chicken, some- 
times a chicken and a half per day, almost always fol- 
lowed by grapefruit. Occasionally she would vary her 
diet with several fish she either boiled or grilled on the 
stove. There were no regular mealtimes for her. She 
never ate with Humphry and me, even when we had 
friends for dinner. Instead, she would stand in front of 
the open fridge, picking at her chicken and raw cabbage 
for up to ten minutes at a time, or sit very upright on 
the edge of her bed with a plate of chicken and cab- 
bage on her lap. She never watched television or read 
books or newspapers and never went out on a date. She 
spent her evenings sitting straight-backed on the edge 
of her bed, writing twenty-page letters to her family in 
Norway. On several occasions she phoned her mother, 
Anxious, high-voltage conversations, these, with Inga 
jabbering away in Norwegian, trying to squeeze an 
hour’s worth of information into five minutes. 

She was quite candid about her background, Her 
father worked in the engine room of a fishing boat. Her 
mother was a receptionist in a hotel. 

“If you can’t make your fortune with a face like 
yours,” she had told Inga, “you’ve got to be stupid.” 
But she wasn’t stupid, she had an IQ of 150. Thats 
why she stayed on a diet. 

One day, after another of her endless lectures on 
dieting, Inga decided to prove her point. 
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“Feel me,” she commanded. “See how firm the flesh 
is!” Humphry and I obliged by squeezing and poking at 
her legs and tummy. 

This “feeling” session became a prelude to many, es- 
pecially as far as Humphry was concerned. He was sen- 
sible enough never to make a pass at Inga—it would 
have upset the delicate balance of our relationship. But 
he was required to “feel” her several times a week, A 
typical feeling session would begin like this. 

Inga: “Humphry, don’t you think the body’s much 
firmer today? I’ve been doing my exercises every night.” 

Humphry: “You look great, really fantastic.” 

Inga: “Come on, feel the stomach and the thighs, 
yes, and the backside. Don’t they feel firmer to you?” 

Dutifully Humphry would feel stomach, thighs, and 
backside and pronounce that they were indeed firmer. 
During her stay with us, this feeling session was the- 
only physical contact Inga had with a male. She wasn’t 
particularly interested in sex, she confided, and cer- 
tainly didn’t like doing “all those positions.” She just 
liked to lie there and let the guy do all the work, 

With Inga securely under my wing, I set about trying 
to make the most of her. Early the following week I 
hunted down what I thought would be a first-rate loca- 
tion—the house of the lover of a model I knew. It had 
large skylights which meant I wouldn’t have to use 
artificial light. Unfortunately, the boyfriend, though 
rich, wanted fifty dollars a day location fee. Okay, I 
thought to myself, penniless as I am, I’m going to have 
to find that money. This is a gilt-edged investment. 

I persuaded a young hairdresser to come to Queens- 
way to do Inga’s hair. Unfortunately, he was over-en- 
thusiastic and put her hair into such small curlers it 
came out in an Afro frizz. That meant we had to start 
all over again. Consequently, it was 2:00 p.M. by the 
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time we got to the location. Rather than bathwater gray, 
which is the usual color of London’s sky, that day it 
was black with clouds sluicing water over the skylights. 
Natural light was out of the question. With a sigh, I 
returned to the bewildering complexity of artificial light. 

The pictures, I thought, were surprisingly good when 
they came back from the lab the next day. I immediately 
took them down to Brian Pinchback at Penthouse. 

“Well, a few individual pictures aren’t bad,” he said, 
going over the sheet of transparencies with an eyeglass, 
“but there just aren’t enough different shots. Not even 
for a side spread.” It was back to the camera for Inga 
and me. 

Inga’s agency wanted a nude rate of three hundred 
dollars a day for her. But Inga and I made a private 
agreement that I would guarantee her three hundred 
dollars minimum when we’d completed her layout. She 
agreed to this rather unusual arrangement, and signed 
a model release giving me exclusive rights to all the 
photos, because she was keen to get the best pictures 
possible and believed I was the person to take them. 

This time I was determined not to goof. I hired an 
assistant, a pretty German boy called Valk, who had 
beautiful straight blonde hair that reached down to his 
waist. Also, I went prop hunting in Biba. 

Over the past few weeks Pd got to know the girl who 
ran Biba’s public relations department, a slim Scottish 
girl called Fanny. It was Fanny who’d lent me the black 
sequin dress and raunchy underwear for my first ses- 
sion with Inga. I was wandering through a department 
called the mistress room, a whore’s boudoir with a huge 
round bed surrounded by mirrors, when I had a brain- 
storm. Perhaps Fanny could arrange for me to do my 
next session with Inga in Biba? Inga would look fan- 
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tastic lying on that round, leopardskin-covered bed, 
jacking off to her reflection in the mirror above. Sec- 
ond thoughts convinced me that with all those mirrors 
the room would be too difficult to light. So I rushed 
upstairs to check out the setup in the household depart- 
ment. It was ideal! I could move from bathtub to bed- 
room to garden room without much trouble. If only I 
could get the go-ahead! After half an hour’s frenzied 
searching, I found Fanny. Okay, she said, amused at my 
excitement, she’d check it out with the owner. The 
next day she got back to me by phone. It was okay. I 
could shoot all day Sunday. 

We worked quickly, rushing from set to set, having 
Inga looking sweet on satin sheets, coy in the bath, 
provocatively chesting her way through beaded curtains, 
reclining invitingly on\a wicker couch in the garden 
room, tits and pussy popping out of a pink nightie. As” 
a finisher, I let my imagination run riot to make Inga 
in that black sequin dress look like the hottest thing 
on heels. 

“There’s your center spread!” I announced to Brian 
Pinchback, glowing with pleasure at his grunts of ap- 
proval as he went through the pile of transparencies 
Pd dumped on his desk. When he‘d finished, though, 
instead of applauding, he frowned and looked thought- 
ful, 

“There are some good ones here, Suze, but I’m going 
to have to show them to my editor. Pm worried that 
there aren’t enough pictures. Anyway, leave them with 
me and we'll see what happens.” 

I went home crestfallen. Seeing that I needed cheer- 
ing up, David Hurn, who was in town for a few days, 
invited me to dinner with an old friend of his, Bertie 
Cook. Bertie was in his midforties, fat and urbane. He’d 
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made his fortune in the antique trade, but to improve 
his social standing had recently bought part ownership 
in a company which published expensive coffee-table 
books. He was also a gourmet with a taste for young 
girls. He had a roaring business in teenage Scandinavian 
au pairs whom he kept as working mistresses. But Bertie 
was a different agent in my fate. Over dinner he 
dropped the name Alexander Wallace, the American 
who was supremo of Playboy’s British operations. 

“Alexander’s an old mate of mine,” said Bertie in 
his effusive way, “and of course he’s best friends with 
Hugh Hefner. I’m sure you two will get on famously. 
Can I arrange for us all to have dinner together when 
I get back from New York?” It didn’t matter that Ber- 
tie was leaving the country the next day. If Penthouse 
wouldn’t give me my center spread, I’d approach Alex- 
ander on my own. 

The week dragged by. I phoned Brian Pinchback 
several times the next day, but he was either out or in 
conference. Finally, he agreed to see me. 

“Sorry,” he said, “my editor says there aren’t enough 
shots there and I’m afraid I agree with him. Quite hon- 
estly, Suze, even if there were more pictures, you 
wouldn’t get a center spread, They’re reluctant to sched- 
ule centers to outsiders because it’s so much more ex- 
pensive for the magazine. Bob [he meant Bob Guccioni, 
Penthouse’s American boss] likes to shoot the center- 
folds himself. The editor can’t okay a center until he’s 
heard from Bob. And quite frankly, to get anything 
back from Bob is like trying to get rocks from the 
moon.” 

“Well, it’s back to the drawing board,” I said to 
Brian, sticking the transparencies into my bag with a 
feigned sigh. “I’m just going to have to shoot some 
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more.” This left me open in case I was forced to crawl 
back to him with my tail between my legs. Secretly, I 
was delighted. I was already convinced that Inga and 
I were destined for bigger and better things. 


4 


Taking Off 


Alexander Wallace III, son of wealthy American par- 
ents, is well known in England, as elsewhere, as a lavish 
host and a brilliant businessman. He first teamed up 
with Hef in the mid 1950s, and as the local Mr. Playboy 
is occasionally consulted by the newspapers on sexual 
topics. A few months before I met him, the London 
Evening News had quoted both of us at length in 
an article about what clothes make a girl look sexy. 

The day after Brian Pinchback turned down my pic- 
tures of Inga, I called Alexander’s office. I was put 
through to his secretary. To my delight I was told I 
could see Alexander the next day. I soon learned that 
he didn’t like to waste time when girls were involved. 

“Can I help you?” asked the attractive brunette at 
the reception desk in the foyer. 

“My name’s Suze.” 

“Suzie?” 

“No, Suze. S-U-Z-E. I’ve got an appointment with 
Alexander Wallace at four.” 

“Would you take a seat, please?” I sat down. 
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“There’s a Miss Suze here who says she’s got an ap- 
pointment with Mr. Wallace at four. Thank you. Yes,” 
she said to me with a professional little smile, “you can 
go up now.” 

The door to Alexander’s office was open. Inside, an 
American voice rasped away aggressively. Affecting a 
girlish air, I tiptoed in to discover that its owner was a 
rather self-assured-looking man in his midforties who 
nevertheless had a look of boyish humor and enthu- 
siasm. His face reminded me. of the French film star 
Yves Montand. He motioned me to a plush leather 
armchair directly opposite him and while he continued 
talking on the telephone, investigated me with his hawk- 
ish blue eyes. I did my best to return his gaze but was 
relieved when he hung up. 

“Watcher want?” he asked brusquely. 

Somehow I found my voice. “I’ve taken a set of 
pictures of a fantastic new girl that I figure is Playmate 
material. But I don’t know who to show them to.” Alex- 
ander lit a cigar while I spoke. 

“You’ve come to the right place,” he said with con- 
viction. “C’mon, let’s see her.” Trembling with ner- 
vousness I undid the catches of my heavy portfolio and 
brought out a sheet of transparencies. Alexander zeroed 
in on them with the eyeglass I passed him. “She’s great, 
where is she?” he demanded immediately. 

“In Norway at the moment, visiting her family. But 
she’ll be back next week.” 

“Let’s see the rest of your pictures,” Alexander said, 
indicating my portfolio. I showed him a recent copy 
of Penthouse which carried my first published set of 
girlie pictures. 

“These are pretty shitty,” he snarled, sitting back 
with a perfectly straight face. “Looks like she’s got a 
mustache. Is that the girl’s fault or the photographer’s?” 
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“J don’t know about that,” I said defensively. “Those 
aren’t so bad for a first attempt—” But Alexander cut 
me off. 

“Js Ted Kruger still picture editor over there?” he 
barked at the two secretaries sitting behind me. The 
older of the two, a kindly-looking woman of about 
thirty-five, replied. 

“Yes, as far as I know.” 

“Well get him on the line.” Playboy in Chicago was 
on the line a few seconds later. 

“Hi, Ted. I’ve got a young girl here who’s a pho- 
tographer and who has some transparencies of a Swed- 
ish chick who may interest you.” 

“Norwegian,” I broke in. 

“No, Norwegian. Really pretty with big tits. Now I 
know I’m not in the photo department, but after twen- 
ty years’ experience with Playboy, I'd say she’s definitely 
Playmate material. No, she hasn’t done nudes for any- 
one else,” he said, looking at me for confirmation. I 
nodded energetically. “Let me tell you, the photog- 
rapher’s not bad either. There’s a picture of her in 
British Penthouse accompanying a spread she’s done 
for them. What? You’ve seen it? No, it wasn’t a put- 
on. She took the pictures and she’s unquestionably fe- 
male. Look, Ted, about the model. Penthouse is red- 
hot to have her, so you’d better move quickly. Okay, 
you’re going to be in London next week?” Alexander 
nodded and looked at me significantly. “Fine, Are you 
going to be staying here at the club? The Dorchester! 
Why’s that? Christ, Ted, we’re here to save the com- 
pany money! Okay, let’s get on. How do we arrange 
for Suze to meet you? Okay, fine. Right, you, too.” 
Alexander tossed the receiver into the cradle. “You're 
in luck, He’s flying in-next week to see some big-time 
photographers. He’s going to make a point of seeing 
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you as well. Now how about some lunch?” 

This invitation took me completely by surprise. Pd 
had lunch already, but after what he’d done for me, it 
would have been ungrateful to refuse. 

Alexander overawed me, and when I’m overawed by 
a man I usually begin to feel sexy. I found myself 
babbling about my past, I suppose in an attempt to 
make a good impression. I knew he was interested in 
horses, so I told him I had been horseback riding from 
the age of five and that as a teenager Pd come thirteenth 
in the All-England Show jumping cross-country and 
dressage championships. Alexander showed no sign 
that he was listening to all this, But at the end of the 
meal he said: 

“Why don’t you come riding down at my place in 
the country weekend after next? The hunt is having the 
first meet of the season.” 

“Oh, Pd love to! I haven’t been hunting for years.” 

“Okay, I’ll fix up the details with you when I see you 
with Ted,” he said, standing up. 

In spite of a few delays, largely due to his changing 
hotels shortly after his arrival, my interview with Ted 
took place as arranged, 

The famous Time-Life photographer had been hired, 
so the story went, to lure big names to shoot for Play- 
boy. Alexander introduced us, and after he and Ted 
had exchanged a few pleasantries, he told me to show 
my pictures. 

“Looks promising,” said Ted, pursing his lips. “But 
aren’t you rushing things a bit, wanting to work for 
Playboy at this stage of your career? You know nudes 
and food are the most technically difficult areas of pho- 
tography. Why don’t you wait a few more years and 
then get back to us?” When I looked dumbfounded, he 
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went back to the transparencies, still shaking his head. 
“Have you got an eyeglass with you?” 

“Im sorry. No.” 

“Well, then, I’m going to have to take these pictures 
back to my hotel. The girl looks all right. It’s just that 
I don’t think you’re going to be able to photograph her.” 

“Maybe I could do a few covers,” I volunteered, “I 
think you’ve seen the cover I did for Penthouse.” 

“Yes. And that’s one of their better ones, Here’s an 
idea. Maybe you could do a cover for Playboy as a 
model.” 

“Love to,” I enthused, prepared to do anything what- 
soever to get into Playboy. “You could maybe even do 
a pictorial on me. There aren’t many attractive girls 
doing pinup photography.” 

“Okay,” said Ted decisively. “Let’s get together to- 
morrow.” 

“Lovely,” I said, doing up my portfolio. 

“How about this weekend?” asked Alexander, “Are 
you gonna come hunting?” 

“Yes, oh, yes, please!” 

“Do you want the Rolls to pick you up, or do you 
have your own car?” 

“Yeah, I’ve got a car of sorts,” I laughed, cheering 
up. “It’s actually a van. You'll be able to spot me 
miles away by the way it smokes!” With a final gush of 
enthusiasm and a big smile for Ted, I left. 

The following day I parked on a yellow line outside 
the Dorchester Hotel and rebuffed the liveried footman 
who tried to give me the move along. 

“My van’s got a trade license,” I said haughtily, “and 
so I’ve got a perfect right to park on a single yellow line 
for half an hour.” 

“But we’re expecting two bus parties.” 
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“Too bad,” I said, and swept into the foyer where 
I'd arranged to meet Ted at 12:30. 

“Mr. Kruger asks if you would take a seat,” the 
sallow-faced clerk with a smell under his nose, told me. 
“He’ll be down presently.” I sat down, hid behind a 
newspaper, and smoked a cigarette hungrily, trying to 
calm my nervousness. Fifteen long minutes later Ted 
came out of the elevator with Paul Chambers, Play- 
boy’s contributing photographer in London. I lifted 
the newspaper to cover my face. At the time I wasn’t 
planning on going to America—I was planning on 
working for Playboy in London, which meant I was 
after Paul’s job. But I hadn’t been quick enough. Fol- 
lowed by Ted, Paul walked up to me grinning, his arms 
full of transparencies. 

“Hello, Suze! Ted said you were here. Nice to see 
ya. Well, must be off. See you around.” Ted waved at 
Paul, then sat down on the sofa next to me. 

“Well, what do you think?” I asked, lighting up 
another cigarette. Hiding his eyes with a hand, Ted 
looked down at the transparencies on his lap and shook 
his head, the image of someone embarrassed about 
having to say no. 

“I just don’t know,” he began. “They look quite 
promising. Quite frankly, Pm worried about your pho- 
tography. If you can make it over to Chicago, you'll 
get a chance to learn, but I can’t promise you any- 
thing. Pm going to have to get a vote on these pictures. 
I’ve got a meeting with Hef next week and he’ll make 
the final decision. The economic climate is making 
things difficult for us at the moment.” 

“You’re certainly not the only ones!” I broke in, 
carried away by a rush of self-pity and fighting back the 
tears. “Obviously, you’ve got to take them away with 
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you, But please don’t keep me waiting too long. Pm 
going broke. If I don’t sell those pictures soon, Pl be 
out of business.” 

“We'll move as quickly as we can. Call me collect in 
Chicago anytime you like.” Ted shook my hand and I 
kissed his cheek. 


Three weeks passed without a word from Ted 
Kruger, three weeks during which my mood wavered 
between wild hope and black despair. I reminded my- 
self that I had exclusive right to the pictures Pd taken 
of Inga and that, therefore, if Playboy wanted her for 
Playmate they’d have to hire me to shoot the layout or 
I could sell the pictures elsewhere. During my highs 
I was sure that all my grandest expectations were about 
to come true, that I was going to be flown to America, 
and given big-star billing as the world’s top pinup 
cameragirl. During my lows I felt certain that I was 
just an also-ran, that fate was taunting me with dizzy 
dreams of success before plunging me into abysmal 
failure. I was discovering that waiting was a lot worse 
than knowing you’ve failed. 

In one of my black moods I phoned Ted collect in 
Chicago. No, he didn’t have the answer yet. Another 
week of gray London winter crept by. I had by now 
given up all pretense of trying to find work. A few 
days later I phoned Ted again, this time crying over the 
phone. 

“If you don’t want my pictures, could you please 
send them back?” I blubbed. 

“Of course we'll return them if we’re not going to 
use them,” Ted assured me patiently. “But Hef hasn’t 
seen them yet and without him we can’t make a de- 
cision.” 
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Two days later my dreams came true. Inga and I 
were at my house commiserating, she stuffing her face 
in front of the refrigerator, I pacing the floor, wonder- 
ing how I was going to pay the rent, when the phone 
rang. It was Ted. 

“It was close,” he said, “but they’ve voted yes on 
Inga. We’re going to fly you both to Chicago shortly 
after New Year.” I threw my arms round Inga and 
kissed her. 

Although Alexander kept quizzing me about my 
spectacular discovery, circumstances kept him and 
Inga apart. At first she’d been away in Norway. Then 
her Norwegian boyfriend came to London on business. 
She continued to be in and out of the flat during the 
day but slept in his hotel at night. 

Soon after her boyfriend left for Norway I persuaded 
Inga to go down to Alexander’s country house for 
Sunday lunch. I told her she was still a very nervous 
and socially inexperienced young girl and that she 
needed plenty of practice if she was going to take 
America by storm. One of the guests that day was a 
lovely English girl called Arabella Jones. Arabella had 
just arrived from Hefner’s Los Angeles Mansion to get 
her affairs in order before returning to Los Angeles 
where she planned to work as a stylist and room with 
Bobbie Arnstein, Hefner’s ill-fated secretary who was 
due to move there from Chicago. Arabella had been 
Alexander’s number one girlfriend for the past year, 
and I got the impression that he wasn’t at all celebrat- 
ing the thought of her leaving. I quizzed her about 
Bunnyland while Inga sat with her mouth open and 
her eyes far away. 

Also down for Sunday lunch was a close friend of 
Arabella’s, a vivacious, petite girl with a pretty face un- 
fortunately ravaged with acne scars, Her name was 
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Katie, also known as Mad Katie. Arabella told us that 
Katie had been the rage of the L. A. mansion and that 
she had such a strong personality she was the only 
girl allowed to take a boyfriend up there. 

The only male present was John Bullock, a loud- 
mouthed and powerfully built young man who was the 
road manager of Hot Air, the famous British rock 
group. Alexander was still out hunting when we ar- 
rived, which meant we weren’t to expect him until we 
saw him. 

After roast beef and red wine, we all went to the 
Jacuzzi, an arrangement of interlocking pools heated 
by bubbling jets of hot water. From the water a wooden 
stairway led up to Alexander’s bedroom, the house’s 
inner sanctum. 

The Jacuzzi, I was to discover, was most effective at 
gently bubbling away inhibitions. Combined with wine 
and the presence of five naked girls, it made John 
Bullock begin to hang very loose indeed, in spite of the 
fact that the fifth girl was his wife. Immediately he be- 
gan pursuing Inga, with me following after to fend him 
off. 

“You can look, but please don’t touch,” I kept tell- 
ing him. Here was one pearl, I'd made up my mind; 
that wasn’t going to be cast before swine. By this time 
in a drunken frenzy, much to everyone’s embarrass- 
ment, John began chanting, “Stand up Arabella, stand 
up, Inga, let’s see who’s got the biggest tits!” 

Fortunately, Alexander appeared at this point, 
dressed in hunting pink, his white breeches splattered 
with mud, looking every inch the English squire. John 
sobered up immediately. 


As Inga and I were scheduled to leave for Chicago 
in less than two weeks, Humphry and I decided to have 
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a party of our own. Of course I invited Alexander and 
was delighted when Arabella said she’d make him turn 
up. Right on time, Alexander arrived in splendid style, 
with Arabella in furs on his arm and his Rolls waiting 
for him in the street. Pd invited a lot of young model 
girls and so the proportion of girls to guys was Alex- 
ander’s mixture: three to one. This no doubt helped 
make him feel at home. At any rate, instead of just 
popping in to say hello, he stayed for more than two 
hours looking very dapper indeed as he visibly preened 
himself with pleasure at being the star guest. 

Inga, poor girl, in spite of looking lovely in a long 
white dress, sat silent and virtually unobserved in the 
rocking chair beside the fire. She was going to spend 
the evening alone in her room until I told her off for 
being badly in need of social practice. Arabella con- 
soled her that she was just what Playboy wanted and 
that she should make a point of getting down to Los 
Angeles to see Hef. He was bound to show her a good 
time. How right Arabella was! But that cold January 
evening in London it was difficult to believe that the 
timid wallflower would within six months captivate the 
Playboy king himself and be the belle of his ball. 


5 


Mansion in Mourning 


According to the aircraft announcement, the tem- 
perature was just below freezing when we walked down 
the gangway into a January Chicago night. Inga shiv- 
ered and hugged her shoulders. She was wearing a 
flimsy black crepe suit, down the front of which she’d 
spilled a bottle of nail varnish when the plane hit a 
patch of turbulence. She didn’t own a coat because she 
couldn’t afford fur and wouldn’t be seen in anything 
else. 

The customs officers just gawked at Inga. But, much 
to my annoyance, I was asked to open my case. How 
much nicer it would have been if I had been getting 
all the sheep-eyed looks and none of the hang-ups! At 
the baggage chute it was the same story. I went up- 
Stairs to get change to tip the porters while Inga looked 
out for our luggage. When I returned I discovered that 
the Playboy chauffeur had found Inga, who’s impos- 
sible to miss, and had already tipped the porters. Un- 
fortunately, he wasn’t there to pick us up, he explained. 
He was there to meet Hef’s son David. So we continued 
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on our way in a cab, gazing at garish neon signs and 
low, tacky-looking buildings—our first impression of 
America. Looks like Hicksville, I thought. 

Still full of my London anxieties and over-tired by 
the flight, paranoia hit me out of nowhere. The black 
cabdriver had kidnapped us. We’d been recognized as 
girls connected with Playboy and were being taken to 
a secret mob hideout in the roughest quarter of Chi- 
cago. We were both going to be raped, Inga first. Hard 
on the heels of the news that Bobbie Arnstein had been 
arrested and accused of smuggling cocaine, would be 
the news that two Playboy girls were being held for 
ransom. 

While my thoughts raced on, Inga picked nervously 
at the nail varnish sprinkled over her tits. Eventually, 
after what seemed like hours, the cab drew up outside 
a rambling, four-story, red-brick town house. The hall- 
way, which one entered through a large glass door, was 
lit up along with two or three windows. As there was 
no other sign of life and we were freezing on the side- 
walk, we struggled through with our baggage. Beyond 
was a massive wrought-iron gate which was very defi- 
nitely closed. 

I peered through the grating into a deserted marble 
portico, wondering if we’d been brought to the right 
place. Eventually I found a call button on the wall. 

“Can I help you?” a disembodied voice spoke from 
somewhere, 

“Its Suze Randall and Inga Anderssen.” 

“Who?” 

“Syze Randall and Inga Anderssen,” I repeated 
loudly, unable to conceal my anxiety. “We've come to 
stay.” There was a long pause while we shuffled and 
fiddled nervously. 

“Thank you,” the voice finally replied. “The butlers 
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will be right down to collect your baggage.” Slowly, 
silently, the gate swung open. Another sigh of relief. 
We'd passed through immigration for the second time. 

Two men dressed in black suits and ties appeared 
from the left. One was a slim twenty-year old with 
brown hair and a pretty face. He was called Johnnie. 
The other was Julio, a short, squat Italian. : 

The butlers took us up to the first floor and unlocked 
the door which led to Hef’s apartments. His bedroom 
was on the other side of a glass door, also locked, 
which stayed closed when he was out of town. Since his 
move to Los Angeles, this was most of the time. We’d 
both heard so much about this fabulous bedroom with 
the -huge round bed that we took in what we could 
through the glass. But all that could be seen was the 
anteroom which featured a picture of Hefner smoking 
his pipe. The smoke curled up and expanded to enfold 
the head of a pretty blonde girl. Later I discovered this 
was Betty Bardot, Hef’s ex-girlfriend. 

The butlers moved us on to a hall sixty feet long 
and twenty high. While we gaped, they disappeared 
into the kitchen to check the room list. I was to have 
the Orange Room, I was told, while Inga was given the 
Brown Room farther down the corridor. To my private 
grief, Inga’s room turned out to be noticeably larger 
than mine. In London she’d been my protégé. I was 
the star sex photographer with articles about me in the 
newspapers. She was just another model. Now the 
tables were turning. In Bunnyland the Playmate is 
queen. But I was determined not to be pushed into the 
background. 

After unpacking, we went downstairs to the large 
bar that led off from the breakfast room. There was no 
One on duty so I pushed the button on the call box, a 
portable radio communicator four inches square and 
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two high. Johnnie appeared and poured me a whiskey, 
Inga had a diet Fresca. Then he took us downstairs to 
the swimming pool, set in a room with a waterfall, 
thatched hut, and exotic plants which made the whole 
setup reminiscent of a South Sea island. The game 
room with its pool table, roulette wheel, and pinball 
machines was on the same floor. It was here we met a 
darkly tanned girl with long, frosted blonde hair. Since 
we hadn’t seen anyone except the two butlers, I im- 
mediately assumed she was Bobbie Arnstein. I went up 
to her rehearsing how to console her about the co- 
caine bust. 

“No, I’m not Bobbie, I’m Sheila Andrews. Bobbie’s 
out at the moment. She’ll be back later this evening. 
I’m hanging around to see if I’ve got to go to Canada 
where Richard, my husband, is editing a TV produc- 
tion.” Since the three of us were the only guests in the 
deserted house, which was a deceptively large place 
with over a hundred rooms, we arranged to have dinner 
together. 

During dinner Sheila chatted on about the rich and 
famous. She tended to start her sentences with “me and 
my husband” and went on to tell what good friends she 
was with Hef and the film star Peter Lawford. I was 
all ears, trying to pick up as much information as pos- 
sible. Meanwhile, Inga chewed her way impassively 
through a huge helping of chicken, her eyes glued to 
her plate. 


I was already in bed, trying to get warm under my 
orange bedspread, when the phone rang. It was Ted 
Kruger, apologizing for not meeting us at the airport. 

“Don’t bother to come in tomorrow,” he said. “Mon- 
day’s our day for meetings. Take it easy. We'll see you 
both on Tuesday.” 


SUZE 8l 


I pulled the bedspread back under my chin. No use 
at all. There was ice on the inside of the windowpane, 
ijt was that cold. I rang down for a heater and asked 
for an adapter for my hair curlers to be brought up at 
the same time. Work or no, I intended both of us to 
look our best the next day. 

Inga woke me with the news that she’d just had a 
phone call from Ted’s secretary. He wanted her to go 
up to the photo department right away. A wave of 
anxiety hit me. This was it, I thought. They were try- 
ing to squeeze me out already. I knew perfectly well 
that Playboy had flown me to America not because they 
wanted me but because they wanted Inga and they 
couldn’t have her without me. The pictures Pd al- 
ready taken of her were my insurance. I’d paid her for 
the sessions and in return she’d signed a model release. 
This gave me the right to sell the pictures to whomever 
I chose and I wasn’t going to let Playboy forget that. 
They may have had no intention of allowing me to work 
for them. But then again I had no intention of returning 
home penniless, not with all those damn bills to pay. I 
was going to have to keep pushing myself or Pd be 
squeezed out. There was no way I was going to let 
Inga go to the photo department without me. 

After a five-minute drive our cab drew up in front of 
a thirty-seven-story skyscraper on North Michigan 
Avenue with the word “Playboy” splashed across the 
top of it. Revolving glass doors opened into a hotel- 
like foyer with pharmacy, cosmetic, and perfume 
counters. To the right was the entrance to the Bunny 
Club. The doorman told us how to get up to the photo 
department where a smiling Ted handed Inga over to 
Willie Wang, a tiny Chinese-American who’d been on 
the staff for ten years. He took Inga off to do a test for 
a cover idea of his: a girl nibbling a huge strawberry. 
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Meanwhile, another longtime staff photographer, 
Lionel Tart, took me into his office and slipped 
smoothly into a monologue about himself, his four 
wives, and how he was going to photograph Inga and 
me. I could see that Pd already been cast as a model 
pretending to be a- photographer. Lionel was one of 
those people who can quite unself-consciously talk 
about themselves for hours without it ever seeming to 
occur to them that you’d like a bit of time on the air 
yourself. To me, his performance was all part of Opera- 
tion Overwhelm which the Playboy photographers 
hoped would send a presumptuous little girl like me 
creeping back to London, tail between my legs. There 
wasn’t a single female photographer in the whole Play- 
boy operation and they seemed to like it that way. 

Inga reappeared with Willie Wang and Ed Kerr, 
another staff photographer, who had told her that he 
couldn’t imagine why they had bothered to fly me to 
Chicago. Despite the undertone of hostility we all 
lunched together, where I was again treated like a good 
listener. Afterward I was left to pay the bill out of 
what was left of my traveling expenses, although that 
was just about the only money I had to my name, 

When we got back to the photo department, however, 
individual differences were swallowed up in the general 
atmosphere of crisis we found there. Ted, his assistants, 
and secretaries were in a huddle. By their somber looks 
and hushed voices I could tell that something had gone 
terribly wrong. It was Bobbie Arnstein, the girl Pd ex- 
pected to meet the previous evening. The FBI had been 
threatening her with fifteen years in jail unless she in- 
formed on Hef I was told. Instead, sometime after 
1:30 A.M. on Sunday, she’d checked into a seedy little 
hotel five blocks south of the Mansion and taken an 
overdose of sleeping tablets. An hour ago, a day and a 
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half after her death, she’d been found by the hotel 
staff. Ted rubbed his bald plate. 

“God knows how Hef’s going to feel about this,” 
Ted said to me. “What a terrible time for you two to ar- 
rive. And she was such a lovely person.” Business was 
clearly over for the day, so Inga and I returned to the 
Mansion. 

From the time Hef moved to Los Angeles in 1971, 
the Chicago Mansion has had the atmosphere of a holi- 
day hotel in the offseason. Alexander Wallace called it 
an “expensive anachronism” when he announced, a 
few months after my visit, that it was going to be sold. 
In an attempt to make it pay its way, it had for some time 
been hired out for large business meetings. That tragic 
day it had been rented to a Texas food convention. By 
the time Inga and I got there, the Texans were all roar- 
ing drunk. I was relieved by their belligerent good 
cheer. Their celebration reminded me of a drunken 
Irish wake. Inga, Sheila Andrews, two men from Play- 
boy promotions and I sat together for supper watching 
the red-necks whooping it up. We could have eaten on 
our own, but Bunnies and ex-Playmates were hostess- 
ing the show, so we felt we ought to make our contri- 
bution as well. We’d just been served when a beefy, 
loud life-of-the-party type, his face alight with drunken 
euphoria, lumbered over to our table, sat down, and 
began to bellow about his oil wells. When he got 
to saying, “I’m one of the richest men in Texas!” he 
felt it needed plenty of emphasis, so he banged the 
table with his huge hairy fist. The table tilted, sending 
our food and drink sliding into his lap. While we 
hugged ourselves- with laughter, two butlers rushed 
over, pulled the Texan to his feet, and steered him 
back toward his friends. But his sodden clothes did 
nothing to dampen his spirits. 


84 SUZE 


He began galumphing about the floor on his own. His 
euphoria was so infectious, in fact, that after I'd fin- 
ished eating, I danced around his heavy, sweating 
frame, a beauty-and-the-beast attraction that had the 
rest of the convention cheering, clapping, and roaring 
with laughter. 

We'd been told that Hefner was flying in to give a 
press conference about the Bobbie Arnstein affair. Inga 
and I were on the front porch the next morning, wait- 
ing for a cab to take us back to the photo department, 
when, to our amazement, we heard the security guards 
at the gate talking over their radios to the limousines 
bringing Hefner and his entourage from the airport. It 
was clear his arrival was imminent, so we walked out 
into the street, not wanting to block the entrance. We 
were both keyed up at the prospect of seeing the great 
man himself. But while I stood on the pavement deter- 
mined to catch Hefner’s eye, Inga hid behind a car. 
For the past few weeks she had been convincing her- 
self that she was destined to fall in love with him. Al- 
though what hits you first about Inga is her fantastic 
body, and second her complete self-centeredness and 
boundless ambition, she’s extremely intelligent about 
promoting herself. Now that the Big Bunny was at last 
within reach, she wanted to observe without being ob- 
served herself. That way, she figured, she’d begin the 
game with a psychological advantage. 

At last the convoy of huge black limos drove into 
the courtyard. The security guards opened the doors 

and out came Hefner dressed in a black leather coat and 
carrying a briefcase—the only occasion I’ve ever seen 
him carry anything heavier than a bottle of Pepsi. He 
had to pass me to go into the house, so I stared at him, 
hoping to catch his eye. I noticed that though his face 
was pale and haggard, his eyes were extraordinarily 
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lively. My heart leaped when he wagged his eyebrows 
at me, shrugged his shoulders, and gave me a whimsi- 
cal smile that seemed to say, “that’s life!” I felt a power- 
ful wave of sympathy sweep over me. Like so many 
others, Pd fallen instantly under his spell. 

One look at Inga told me she’d been as bowled over 
by Hefner as I had. 

“I told you he was handsome,” she enthused. “He’s 
got such beautiful eyes! You know, I could go to bed 
with that man!” 

“Nothing will stop you, you mean,” I retorted, as 
a cab cruised up to the curb. 

On the way to the studio I listened to Inga prattle on 
about Hefner. Clearly she’d found him even more at- 
tractive than she’d imagined him. Or perhaps it was 
simply the way everyone deferred to him that turned 
her on. Somehow I managed to get in how I’d caught 
his eye, how he’d wagged his. eyebrows at me, his 
touching shrug of resignation. But I could see that she 
was working on her own script. 

The receptionist in the picture department was doing 
her nails when we walked in. She gave us a quick 
smile of recognition and went back to work on her 
beauty. I felt a bit deflated when no one in the office 
leaped up to say hello. For want of anywhere else to 
go, we wandered into Lionel Tart’s office, the man as- 
signed to shoot Inga’s centerfold and who was shaping 
up to be my rival. Lionel looked up from the trans- 
parencies he was going through and came up with this 
sweet little comment, “My God, you girls look rough 
this morning. Have you been fucking all night?” 

“Only wish we had,” I said with what I hoped was 
an infectious laugh. Lionel went back to his transpar- 
encies without a smile. 
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At this point in walked an expensively dressed bru- 
nette in her early thirties. 

“This is Lee Rubin, our chief stylist,” Lionel said. 
“She’s been building the set for Inga’s centerfold.” 

“Oh, Pd love to see how that’s done,” I enthused. 

“Tl get one of my assistants to take you up,” Lee 
said coolly. “Meantime we’ll have Jane do Inga’s make- 
up. The hairdresser’s coming at eleven, so we'd bet- 
ter get the show on the road.” 

While Inga was led off to the dressing room, Andy 
and Wes, two of the studio assistants, escorted me to 
the elevator. We were wafted up to the top floor of the 
building with its magnificent view of Lake Michigan. 
Meanwhile, I gave my escorts a look-over. Andy was a 
blue-eyed twenty-one-year-old of German extraction 
with a fresh, open face and broad shoulders. Wes was 
about the same age, skinny, tall, and black—the joker 
of the studio, Since we were all three at the bottom of 
the hierarchy, almost immediately a conspiratorial air 
developed among us. Andy and Wes kept telling me 
how awful the photographers were to them and that in 
any case they ought to be the photographers and not 
the assistants. 

“I know exactly what you mean!” I kept on saying. 

I soon found out that Andy and Wes also liked talk- 
ing dirty and I’m known to be pretty rude myself. How- 
ever, I was a bit taken aback when out of the blue and 
in the nicest way possible, Wes said to me, “Lady, do 
you want to sit on my face?” 

“Anytime,” I came back, with what I hoped was a 
cool smile. 

What did shock me was the set Andy was building 
for Inga’s centerfold. The photo department had as- 
sumed that Inga was English, so they’d built what they 
called a Victorian set. The walls of this creation were 
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covered with puce-colored imitation silk. The window 
featured coyly draped lace curtains. The centerpiece 
was an enormous Victorian Gothic bed with a carved, 
triangular headboard. It seemed more the setting for 
a ghost than for a glamorous girl. Inga needed some- 
thing quite different, something in the grand old Holly- 
wood style. While I kept my misgivings to myself, the 
boys showed me around the rest of the two-floor studio, 
wisecracking in their charming, schoolboyish way. 

The tour ended in a small studio at the far end of a 
corridor on the west side of the building with a window 
looking over the city. With the aplomb of a conjurer 
producing a rabbit out of a top hat, Wes, the fall guy 
of the double act, brought out a joint. Pot smoking was 
as common as drinking tea on the London photographic 
scene, but because of Playboy’s vulnerable position, I 
felt morally obliged not to smoke on Playboy property. 
Yet on this occasion I just couldn’t afford to seem 
square, Predictably, the pot made me even more ner- 
vous than before. I managed to keep on looking cheer- 
ful, but I was hollow with fright behind the mask. 

The boys were the first to hear someone coming up 
the stairs. In a flash the joint went sailing out the win- 
dow, and like schoolchildren who’ve been having fun 
while the teacher is out of the room, we pretended 
we'd actually been working all the time. Wes started 
picking up lights, Andy pretended to be borrowing 
something, while I tried to look impressed by their in- 
dustry. The intruder was no less than Lee Rubin, 
looking very much on duty. 

“What are you doing up here?” she snapped at Andy. 

“Borrowing a clamp,” said Andy, already on his 
way back downstairs. 

“Tve got another batch of that material,” her voice 
pursued him, “so you can start on the flats.” More of 
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the dreadful puce-colored walls were about to go up 
around the set! As for me, Lee behaved as if I weren’t 
there. 

“What an amazing place you’ve got here!” I en- 
thused. “I mean compared with the studios I’ve been 
using in England.” 

“Oh, yes?” she said, not even bothering to look in 
my direction. Giving Wes a sickly smile and a half- 
hearted wink, I followed Lee as she made her way to 
the studio below, issuing loud instructions to Andy as 
she went. The establishment had taken over once more 
and I was being made to feel my place—nowhere. 
While Lee worked on the lace curtains, I stood around 
asking questions that seemed silly even to me. 

Time to move on again, I told myself. So I pretended 
that I just had to go and check out how Inga was 
getting on and went down to the photo department. 

As it turned out, it was just as well. Inga was in the 
middle of a raging battle with the hairdresser. 

“Oh, Suze, look at me! My hair is looking terrible!” 

“Well it’s in terrible condition!” whined the hair- 
dresser, a pretty little gay guy called Joel. “It’s been 
ruined by too much bleaching.” 

“It’s getting into worse condition the way you pull it 
around,” hissed Inga. “Suze, you know he didn’t even 
put tissue paper on the hot rollers!” 

“Look, your hair will be a lot more manageable if 
you'd only let me cut off the frayed ends.” 

“No,” bawled Inga, “I don’t care what you say. Pm 
not going to let you cut my hair and that’s a fact!” 

“What’s all this about?” cut in a voice from behind. 
It was Lee Rubin, fresh from the studio. “You do what 
we tell you, young lady. Remember, you're not doing 
us a favor. You’re being paid very well.” 
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“Okay, I'll look after her hair,” I volunteered, de- 
lighted to have something to do, Also, I knew that 
Inga, like myself, had been in a nervous state since 
she’d arrived in Chicago, which had caused her to 
break out into a rash all over her face and neck. 

“Let’s get out of here and go to lunch,” I said as 
soon as we were alone, knowing that the thought of 
food would soon calm Inga down. We managed to get 
a table in the crowded cafeteria in the foyer and, of 
course, the conversation immediately zoned in on Hef. 

“Oh, I can’t possibly see him with this rash!” Inga 
wailed. No creature is more pitiful than a model whose 
face inexplicably goes red and lumpy. 

“Its because you’re nervous,” I reassured her. 
“Once you settle down it'll go away. In any case, Hef- 
ner isn’t going to notice it. He’ll have his eyes glued to 
your tits. I guarantee you.” 

Because of her rash, when we went back upstairs I 
did Inga’s makeup as well as her hair. By three, when 
she was looking really good, I told Lionel she was 
ready and went up to the studio with them. What 
Lionel was going to do was shoot a variety of poses 
with a 35mm camera to see which worked best for her. 
Only then would he start using the huge, clumsy eight- 
by-ten-inch Deadorff camera on which the famous 
Playboy centerfold is always shot. Although I was sup- 
posed to be learning from him, Lionel wouldn’t let me 
stay around to watch him work. 

“You can watch me doing some of the eight-by-ten 
shots,” he told me, “but kindly leave us now so I can 
get the model moving.” 

Once more I started out on my aimless rounds. I'd 
taken quite a fancy to Peter Drake, Ted’s handsome 
but rather shy assistant. Maybe he could tell me what, 
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if anything, was planned for me. But Peter was busy. 
So I sat down with a pile of old Playboys and pre- 
tended to study them intently. 

At five Inga came down looking on the point of 
tears. She hadn’t enjoyed her shooting and we were on 
the point of slinking back to the Mansion when Ted 
invited us into his office to watch TV reports on Bobbie 
Arnstein’s suicide. When one by one the senior members 
of the photo department filed in to say good night, Ted 
invited them to stay for a drink. 

The conversation centered on Hef—what he had or 
hadn’t said, what people were saying about him. When- 
ever anything about him came on the set, conversation 
dried up and glasses stopped tippling. In this reverent 
silence we watched film clips depicting his life-style— 
the huge black jet which the commentator referred to 
as a flying bordello, the multitude of women in his life, 
his five-million-dollar mansion in Los Angeles. There 
was also footage of him with Bobbie Arnstein, a 
moody, sharp-featured woman in her midthirties with 
dark frosted hair falling to her shoulders. This led on 
to extracts from the press conference Hef had held that 
morning. The commentators,and interviewers were ob- 
viously overjoyed at the spectacle of this home-loving 
lion being bearded in his den. The newscaster, for ex- 
ample, introduced his review of the press conference, 
which had been held in the Mansion’s great hall, by 
saying that despite the mournful expressions on the 
beautiful faces of Hefner’s entourage the occasion had 
the seriousness of a circus! 

To my delight, Hef came out fighting, calling the in- 
vestigation into the wider aspects of Bobbie’s case an 
FBI-instigated witch-hunt aimed at him personally. 
The photo department staff smiled and nodded to each 
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other with pride. I could hear Inga breathe a sigh of 
satisfaction. While Hef roared away, dealing, I thought, 
most effectively with the questions put to him, the TV 
cameras roamed the room, zooming in on all the girls, 

Peter Drake drove us back to the Mansion. I won- 
dered what was in store for us. Earlier, a secretary 
from the Mansion had phoned to explain that Hefner's 
arrival with his entourage had caused a squeeze on 
rooms and did we mind if they moved our luggage? 

“Of course, move us wherever you want,” I told her 
with that sinking feeling of someone going down in a 
hurry. But what if they moved us right out of the Man- / 
sion altogether? 

We went straight to the kitchen to find out where 
we'd been put. Mr. Green, who was black and also the 
chief butler, looked us up on the guest list. 

“Red and Blue,” he said, “right this way.” He led 
us across the splendid baronial hall toward Hefner’s 
bedroom. 

“Fantastic!” I exclaimed. “I thought we were going 
to be moved in with the maids!” This provoked a 
chortle from Mr. Green, 

“These are the only two rooms we’ve got left,” he 
said diplomatically. They were also the best guest 
rooms in the building. Inga got the Blue Room, which 
was next door to Hef’s quarters. I found my luggage 
in the Red Room, which was joined to Inga’s by a con- 
necting bathroom. Someone up there was looking after 
us. Maybe my picketing on the pavement that morning 
had paid off. Or maybe somehow Hef had caught a 
glimpse of Inga. 

The maids had already unpacked for us. We show- 
ered and I dressed. But Inga, still panicking about her 
rash, didn’t want to go out. Her weak point, however, 
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is food, and it was with the glowing descriptions of 
food that I finally succeeded in luring her out of hid- 
ing. 

Leaving her to finish her makeup, I ventured forth 
into the hall, feeling a lot better after the room switch, 
Unable to catch anybody’s eye, I made straight for the 
bar. While waiting for my scotch and soda, I noticed a 
flurry of activity in the hall. I was about to make my 
reappearance, drink in one hand and cigarette in the 
other, when suddenly there was Hefner tight in front 
of me, dressed in pajamas, closing the doors through 
which I was about to pass. 

“Mind the doors!” he sang out, giving me one of 
his eloquent eyebrow flashes. “Sorry,” I blurted out, 
stood back, and found myself staring at a closed door. 
So much for my first dialogue with greatness! 

Putting my cigarette and my scotch in the same 
hand, I filled the other with peanuts and went through 
to the breakfast room, a rather plain room with a num- 
ber of plastic-topped tables where the Bunnies ate their 
meals. Several men in suits were sitting around, pre- 
sumably waiting their turn to see Hef. There was also 
a sprinkling of giggling Bunnies digging into the snacks. 
When, to my surprise, no one gave me a second look, 
I could think of nothing better to do than keep moving, 
Once more I passed through the hall, this time on the 
far side. There, sitting in front of the huge fireplace, 

- Hefner was being interviewed by a woman and a man. 
Better make myself scarce, I thought, going back to the 
Blue Room. Inga was still sitting in front of the mirror, 
brooding over her rash. 

“What’s he doing now?” she asked, smearing on yet 
another layer of antiallergic makeup. 

“He’s being interviewed,” I hissed conspiratorially, 
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pressing my ear to the keyhole, But distant, echoing 
murmurs were all I could hear. 

“Oh, Suze, 1 can’t hide my rash!” Inga wailed. “I 
can’t let him see me like this.” 

“With a figure like yours, who needs a face?” I re- 
assured her. Eventually I managed to drag her out, 
looking fabulous in her cream skirt with a tight jacket 
which showed off her impressive cleavage. 

By this time the interview was over and Hefner was 
playing Monopoly with some of his closest friends: 
Serenity, Ron Edwards, Simon Tuscano, each of them 
with counters especially made to look like them. There 
was even a counter representing Alexander Wallace; a 
little figure in a red hunting jacket, a top hat and a 
whip in its hands, With my heart in my mouth, I took 
Inga over to them. Thank God, Hefner looked up; 
otherwise, I suppose, we would just have stood there. 

“Tm Suze Randall and this is Inga Anderssen. We’ve 
come out from London to shoot Inga for Playmate. 
Alexander Wallace said to say he sent us with his 
blessing.” Hefner puffed at his pipe and rolled his eyes 
at Inga’s tits in his endearingly mischievous, boyish 
way. 

“That’s the very first time Alexander ever sent me a 
blessing,” he joked. The others at the table laughed 
and then went back to the game. I managed to get out 
something about going to eat. 

“You do that,” Hef said, rattling the dice, his eyes 
back on the board. Dismissed, we moved on. 

x He’d been so wrapped up in Inga’s tits that he hadn’t 
listened to a word I’d said. A couple of hours later he 
came across us in the breakfast room where Inga’s ner- 
vous eating had got her into a third full meal of chicken 
and grapefruit. 
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“Where are you guys from?” he asked as he stood 
over us, Pepsi in one hand and pipe in the other, For 
the second time, I told him. 

“What’s your schedule?” he asked, scratching his 
balls in another characteristic gesture. “Do you want 
to fly back to Los Angeles with me in the Big Bunny?” 

“We'd love to!” I squealed, wriggling with pleasure 
at the invitation. 

“They take so long to do the pictures!” complained 
Inga, finding her tongue for the first time and giving a 
hearty sigh that wobbled her cleavage. 

“Well, call us when you're ready,” he said, eyeing 
her and sucking loudly at his pipe. Her face lit up 
with that radiance she turned on for pictures. Out of 
the corner of my eye I could see that, for the first time, 
Inga and I were the center of attention. Then Hef was 
off again, swigging at his Pepsi, and we were just two 
more pretty girls. 

With Inga in tow, I circulated, looking for conversa- 
tion but found the Bunnies mostly cool and competi- 
tive, the good-looking men few and far between. The 
proportion of three or four glamorous girls to each guy 
just wasn’t fair! Eventually I wound up back in the 
breakfast room where two middle-aged men and a 
young brunette were caught up in a lively conversation. 

“Can I get anyone any coffee?” I asked, determined 
to join in. 

“Yes, Pd like some,” said the girl, pausing in the 
middle of what seemed to be a women’s lib tirade. 

“Pm Lenny Fuller,” said the short, stout balding 
man. “Who’re you?” 

“Suze. I’m a photographer from London. I’ve come 
over with a new Playmate.” 

“This is Christie Hefner,” said Lenny. Immediately 
I realized that this was Hefs twenty-one-year-old 
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daughter. Cautious of the girls who flocked around her 
father, she gave me a single, searching look, then pre- 
tended I didn’t exist. “And have you met Mike Irving; 
he works for Oui magazine?” Mike was tall, gawky with 
buck teeth, thinning gray hair, and a jovial manner. 

“You're a photographer? Fantastic. Come up and 
see us at Oui sometime,” enthused Mike. 

“Oui is a male chauvinist rag!” Christie interjected. 
She pointed out a cartoon in the magazine of an ass 
with tits tattooed onto it. “Now just look at this,” she 
rattled on, “don’t you agree this degrades women?” 

“No, it’s just plain funny,” said Mike, giving me a 
look which said, “Phew, this girl’s giving me a heavy 
number!” 

I listened, highly amused, to Christie (who was later 
that year to join Playboy as Hefner’s “special assis- 
tant”) sending up Bunnyland for a good fifteen minutes 
with only occasional squawks of protest from Mike and 
Lenny. Eventually I got tired of hovering in the back- 
ground listening to feminist prattle, and smiling myste- 
riously, I moved on. 

I found Inga in the hall pretending to be watching 
television but in fact still waiting to be noticed by Hef- 
ner. 

“What’s the film about?” I asked, 

“Oh, I don’t know,” she complained; “I can’t under- 
stand what they’re saying; they speak too fast. I’m go- 
ing to bed now.” 

A few minutes after Inga crept off to bed, a bedrag- 
gled blonde in a green miniskirt rushed past me and 
threw herself into Hef’s arms. 

“Tve only just heard,” she wailed, tears streaming 
from her large eyes; “it’s terrible, terrible. God, I’m so 
sorry. I loved her so much. I really did!” Hef tried to 
pat her and disengage himself at the same time. Even- 
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tually he managed to maneuver her into a corner, pry 
himself loose, and return to the Monopoly game, ap- 
parently undisturbed by her persistent sniveling in the 
background. 

All my nursing instincts came out. Everybody was 
ignoring her and I was beginning to know what that 
felt like. How Hef could be so callous toward her, I 
couldn’t imagine. So I sat with the girl, whose name 
turned out to be Connie, got her a drink, and listened 
to her blub away about how close she was to Bobbie 
and what a wonderful human being she’d been. In an 
effort to calm her down, I steered her off that subject 
by getting her to tell me about herself. 

“Well, I’m engaged to be married,” she began, dab- 
bing her eyes and nose with a fistful of tissues, “and I’m 
doing music lessons. Before that I was a Bunny. I lived 
here in the Bunny dorm and got really close to Hef.” 
Hef’s name triggered such a storm of howls and tears 
that I went off looking for help. In the kitchen I col- 
lared a platinum blonde Bunny called Baby who 
seemed to know Connie. 

“Do you think she needs a sedative?” I asked, play- 
ing hospital angel. 

“Please don’t give her anything like that. She’s drunk 
and she’s trying to use Bobbie’s death to get attention 
from Hef. She didn’t know Bobbie any better than I 
did, and I hardly knew her at all. Anyway, she always 
gets weepy when she’s been on the bottle, starts to 
think that just because she’s fucked Hef she’s got a 
special claim.” 

“I thought she was about to get married,” I said, puz- 
zled. 

“No, darling! Pm the one who’s going to get mar- 
ried. She’s supposed to be one of my bridesmaids, But 
when she’s drunk she gets all mixed up.” 
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“You know, I really feel a fool,” I confessed. “I’ve 
told Connie she can crash in my room because I can 
always sleep with Inga.” 

“Okay, PII see if I can get you out of your jam.” I 
hung about while she found out from one of the butlers 
that the Gold Room was free. To my relief Connie was 
led off, her hand in her mouth and her streaming eyes 
fixed on Hef, who was completely engrossed in playing 
Monopoly. 

Thoroughly worn out I decided it was bedtime. 
Wondering whether or not I was supposed to say good 
night to Hefner, I stood for a time at the table watch- 
ing the midget dolls of Hef, Simon Tuscano, Serenity, 
and Ron Edwards hopping around the board in what 
was evidently an endless, and surprisingly cheerful, 
game of Monopoly. When nobody paid me the slight- 
est attention, I decided to call it a day, 

I watched the funeral of Bobbie Arnstein a dozen 
times the next day, first on Ted Kruger’s little set in 
the photo department and later at the Mansion in the 
form of endless reruns of videotape recordings of the 
ceremony and related events. Hef was one of the pall- 
bearers, wearing a black yarmulke because Bobbie had 
been a Jew. 

That evening at the Mansion was appropriately un- 
eventful. Only two incidents stuck in my mind, no 
doubt because they were both related to Hefner. The 
first of these happened when I was going down to the 
basement in a terry-cloth dressing gown for a swim in 
the pool. He’d obviously just checked it for talent and 
was on his way back upstairs. 

“That looks great,” he said, rolling his eyes as he 
passed me, “but down in L.A. we don’t wear gowns 
when we go to the Jacuzzi.” I saw him again that night 
around twelve. I was wandering through the main hall 
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on my way to bed when I saw Hefner on his way to 
the huge log fireplace where three Bunnies, none of 
them much over twenty, were lying about on cushions 
in long, white nightgowns. Putting his back to the fire, 
Hef lit his pipe. The girls giggled and nudged each 
other, putting on a sexy display, pulling up their gowns 
to show their legs and slipping their tongues provoca- 
tively between their lips. 

“Come on, Hef,” said the black girl among them, 
“we're ready for you! Do you want us all together or 
one at a time?” 

“It’s the right place but it must be the wrong time,” 
he reminded them. 

“Can I be the next one in the queue?” I sang out 
from the sidelines, All I got was blank stares. I crept 
off to bed, feeling rejected. It was only when I was 
warmly tucked in that I realized what had gone wrong 
with my parting shot. Americans don’t say “queue.” 
They say “line.” The next day Hef flew back to L. A. 


While Lionel kept working with Inga for that single, 
perfect picture that is the centerpiece of every Playboy 
magazine, I filled in time wandering around the Play- 
boy Building. One of my favorite ports of call was the 
offices of Oui magazine, Playboy's sexy sister, designed 
by Hefner to compete with Penthouse and all those 
even raunchier upstarts like Hustler. At Oui I found 
the friendly faces I missed in the Playboy photo depart- 
ment. Two people who always gave me a warm hello 
were Mike Irving—whom Pd first met defending the 
magazine against Christie Hefner’s rather naive, libby 
onslaught—and Claudio, a tall, dark, and very hand- 
some Italian with that charmingly dangerous look. 

Pd first taken a fancy to Claudio on an unforgettable 
morning soon after our arrival in Chicago when the 
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editors and photographers of Playboy and Oui formed 
a circle around Inga and argued who was going to pho- 
tograph her for what. On a lonely loose end as I was, I 
instantly developed a strong schoolgirlish crush on the 
dishy Italian. I hung around the Oui photo department 
hoping to catch a glimpse of his elegant profile, One 
day, when I was showing Gerald Fisher, the Oui pic- 
ture editor, some nude test pictures I’d taken of girls 
in London, he called Claudio into his office. 

“What do you think of Suze’s young ladies, Claudio?” 
Gerald asked in his English accent. Claudio flipped 
through the pile of transparencies until he came across 
Kate, my favorite, the one Gerald had already asked 
me to shoot for the magazine. 

“Zis one is great!” he exclaimed. “I j 
black boots! But where is ze. whip?” Sean 
A “Oh, Claudio is really into S and M,” Gerald joked. 

You should see some of the layouts and sketches he’s 
done for us.” 

“Would you like to see?” Claudio asked, giving me 
a good looking over for the first time. Brazen in spite 
of a blush, I assured him that I was into any kind of 
jo and eagerly followed him down the corridor to his 
office. 

Predictably, the walls around his desk were plas- 
tered with nudes, but not the soppy sort that graced 
Lionel Tart’s office. Claudio’s girls were tough and ag- 
gressive, clad in leather, spurs, whips, and chains, 

“I see you and I have the same taste in women!” I 
Sang out, turning to him sexy-faced. 

“We ’ave?” he said, narrowing his eyes and giving 
me a meaningful look. “Truthfully? For me zis is very 
interesting.” Leaving me to ponder, he made a half- 
hearted attempt to tidy his desk. “Zere is a girl waiting 
for me in the foyer. Why not come down wiz me?” 
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“Is she one of those kinds of girls?” I asked, gestur- 
ing at his sadomasochistic pictures. 

“Oh, no, unfortunately not. But she is very sweet. Do 
zay use ze expression ‘hot chocolate’ in England?” 

In the foyer not one but two black girls were waiting 
for him. The one he’d dated was called Tulip, and 
Tulip had brought her little friend Florence with her. 

“Come and have a drink wiz us, okay?” asked 
Claudio. All four of us jumped into a cab which took 
us to a delightful, elegant French club called Le Privé 
where we ate mussels and drank screwdrivers. Pd loos- 
ened up a lot by the time Tulip and Florence offered 
to teach me the bump, which they did so enthusiasti- 
cally that we sent each other crashing into the more 
sedate dancers, and the manager was forced to come 
over and ask us to cool it. 

Soon afterward, we weaved our way out into the 
cold Chicago night and crawled through a couple more 
clubs. 

“Im going home now,” Claudio whispered to me 
when Tulip and Florence were once more bumping 
away on the dance floor. “Why not come wiz me?” 

“J never fuck on the first date,” I fibbed. Besides, I 
was convinced he was dating Tulip and didn’t want to 
hurt her feelings. 

When I saw Claudio in the Oui offices the next day, 
I couldn’t resist asking him how his date with Tulip had 
ended up. 

“Stupid beetch!” he scowled. “She had her period so 
she slept. She’s boring, anyway.” 

“Oh, if only Pd known!” I mocked. “I was really 
feeling greedy for you last night. You were just what 
I needed.” 

“Okay,” murmured Claudio, “come wiz me tonight 
and PII show you ze other side of Chicago.” 
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“Perfect,” I breathed back, a little shiver of excite- 
ment running down my spine. 

The evening began in the most conventional way 
possible: drinks in the Playboy Club downstairs, served 
by Bunnies whom I eyed carefully, always on the look- 
out for new models. 

“Let’s go round ze clubs,” said Claudio. 

“Okay, but let’s go back to the Mansion first, I 
couldn’t possibly dance in this thick woolen shirt.” 
When we got there I said, “Look, why don’t you come 
in?” 

“Okay—but I don’t know if you'll manage to get 
me inside.” 

“That’s ridiculous!” I exclaimed. “I can’t possibly 
just leave you standing on the doorstep!” I was too new 
to Bunnyland*to realize that getting men friends into 
Hef’s houses was about as difficult as sneaking thieves 
into Fort Knox. I decided on the direct approach, 
boldly calling our names into the microphone as if 
we were expected. To my delight the gates swung open 
and in we went. 

“Now that Hef’s gone the place is as lifeless as a 
morgue,” I explained, getting Claudio to sign the vis- 
itors’ book. “Fancy a drink while 1 change?” When he 
nodded, I collared Johnnie who was passing by. 

“Two screwdrivers, my love,” I said, “and could we 
have them in the Red Room?” The moment Johnnie 
left after delivering the drinks, I let my beige corduroy 
skirt slip to the floor, pretending to be changing, but 
hoping that the sight of my black stockings and garter 
belt would get Claudio going. Apparently it did, for he 
put his arms around me and steered me to the bed, his 
lips all over my face and his hand between my legs. 
There he switched ends, shoved his face between my 
legs and alternately nibbled my clit and darted his 
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tongue deep into me. It wasn’t the best eating I’ve had; 
in fact it was more like a hurried snack. Afterwards I 
felt guilty. Pd known all along that he hadn’t really 
wanted to fuck me. It had been a case of rape by 
stealth. What I learned from this incident was that a 
guy seducing a girl is one thing, because even if she 
isn’t aroused she’s ready for action with a dab of 
spit. But if a guy’s not in the mood—that’s it. 

So I knocked back my drink, got into my silk blouse 
and brown velvet skirt, and took Claudio through to 
see Inga. Although there was a desk in her room, she 
was, as always, sitting very upright on the edge of her 
bed writing one of those interminable letters in Norwe- 
gian to her family. 

“How about going round the strip clubs with us?” 
I asked her. 

“No,” she said with a sigh, “I have to sleep early. 
Otherwise I will have big bags under my eyes for the 
shooting tomorrow. Oh, Suze, I’m getting so fat as 
well! I just can’t understand it because I eat nothing 
but chicken, salad with no oil, grapefruits, and drink 
only weak tea with skimmed milk powder. How can I 
get fat on that?” 

“But, baby, you eat two chickens a day!” I laughed, 
not exaggerating very much. “How can you expect to 
lose weight that way?” 

“That’s true about the chicken, because you know I 
really love that,” she said with a smile and a glittering 
look at Claudio. “It’s because I am terribly frustrated. 
This place makes me feel so frustrated! I don’t like 
Lionel, my photographer. He’s always -telling me to do 
stupid things, to look all cute and sweet. Ach! Also 
they take off all my makeup so that I look like the girl 
next door. But I don’t want that. I want to be a sex 
symbol, you know! Now Hefner’s gone I am even more 
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frustrated.” She gave me one of her bright, blue, 
Nordic glances. “You know, I really like the look of 
that man!” She began to fiddle with her pen and shuffle 
the writing paper. “I could easily fall for a man like 
that. Did you see the way he looked at me? He fancies 
me a lot, I can tell. Pm never wrong about that. As 
soon as we’re finished here, I’m going to go to Los An- 
geles to see him, and that’s a fact!” 

“Tve been talking to Ted Kruger about doing the 
small camera work on you in L.A.,” I said. All the 
other pictures in a Playmate spread are shot with a 
35mm camera, not the eight-by-ten-inch monster which 
gives the centerfold its beautiful photographic quality. 
“He’s just worried whether I can do the job or not.” 

“Of course, you can!” said Inga. And then, looking 
at Claudio: “She’s a very good photographer, you 
know. Her pictures of me are much better than Lio- 
nel’s.” Clearly, Inga knew how to flatter. 

At this point I steered Claudio out the door, know- 
ing from experience that when Inga was wound up like 
this she could go on talking for hours without pausing 
for breath. 

On the way out of the Mansion we were intercepted 
by a fat-bottomed black butler who wagged his finger 
at me. 

“You oughtn’t to have done it, miss; there'll be real 
trouble if they find out.” 

“Find out what?” I asked innocently. 

“Why, that you brought a gentleman onto the prop- 
erty without permission.” 

“Oh, it’s all right,” I said breezily, “I signed him into 
the visitors’ book on the way in.” 

“Oh, heck, miss! That means trouble for sure,” he 
wailed, making straight for the visitors’ book standing 
on its heavy wooden lectern and tearing out the entire 


104 SUZE 


page. I didn’t let this spoil the thrill I was getting out 
of smuggling a man into my bedroom. But that was the 
only thrill I got out of Claudio. After an uneventful 
tour of a lesbian club, a transvestite club, and a de- 
serted strip joint, he walked me back to the Mansion 
where he kissed me good night at the gate. As I lay 
-alone in the huge, red, double bed, frustrated, mis- 
erable, and unable to sleep, it seemed that the Play- 
boy organization had caught me in a web of inertia. 
Somehow I had to break out. 


6 


The Orgy and After 


The sound of Inga clattering about in the bathroom 
woke me, 

“Inga!” I called. “What’s the time?” She stuck her 
head around the door. 

“It’s eight thirty, When did you get in last night?” 
she asked mischievously. 

“About six.” 

“Tt must have been late. I couldn’t sleep until three 
and you weren't in by then, What were you doing? 
Smoking?” Whenever I did anything unconventional, 
the first thing Inga would ask me was if I’d been smok- 
ing, as if pot were the root of all evil. 

“Worse,” I said through a yawn. “Tell them at the 
photo department that I'll be in about midday. I’m sure 
Lionel can manage without me just this once,” I added 
sarcastically. i 

“As long as you don’t forget that orgy shooting this 
evening with Ed,” she called as she sauntered down 
the hall. 

The shooting Inga was referring to was a rehash of 
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an idea published by Playboy several years previously. 
This time around the sequence was planned as part of 
a pictorial on legs, Ed Kerr had spent days trying to 
rope in every passable body in the Playboy Building 
with the promise of fun, free wine, and a model fee of 
twenty dollars. Since he needed a few lovelies to ice 
his human cake, he begged Inga and me to join in. 
Rearing for action of any sort, I said yes immediately. 
But Inga, the practical girl she was, said she wouldn’t 
strip for less than fifty dollars, which she was promptly, 
though confidentially, guaranteed. 

I had a long, luxurious bath during which I lazily 
played with myself. At three I had a leisurely break- 
fast—not at all an unusual time for breakfast to be 
served in a Playboy Mansion. I dressed in my orgy 
outfit, high heels, black stockings, and garter belt with 
a plain, easy-to-strip corduroy skirt over the top. By 
4:30 I was on the thirty-seventh-floor studio as usual, 
hanging about watching Lionel at work on Inga. An 
hour later I went down to the studio in the photo de- 
partment to find our after-work orgy models undressed 
and almost ready for action in skimpy white towels, 
already giggly with the wine they were drinking to 
calm their nerves. They were a roughly sorted bunch, 
A few short, pubescent boys (probaby gay, I whis- 
pered to Inga) were in a huddle. A couple of middle- 
aged men tried to look dignified as they eyed the array 
of scared, skinny girls trying to hide as much flesh as 
possible under their towels. 

My mood was very different now. As Inga and I 
stripped in the dressing room and I paraded in front of 
her in my red hooker’s shoes, black stockings, and gar- 
ter belt, I told her, “I’m going to get them tonight!” 
and let out a wild, reckless laugh. That was the finisher 
for her. Uncertain of this project from the start, she’d 
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only bared half of her splendid Annie Fanny body 
when she started getting dressed again. 

“I can’t go out there naked,” she answered my un- 
spoken question, buttoning up her blouse and reaching 
for the parka she’d borrowed from the props depart- 
ment. “Those people are all too ugly!” 

“Okay. Maybe you're right. You don’t have to go 
through all this shit. But Pm going to enjoy it,” I said, 
twisting around in front of the mirror to make my bum 
blemish-free with body make-up. “I don’t think it’s our 
faces they’re after.” Inga laughed and left. I tottered 
Out into the studio, throwing a short kimono over my 
shoulders on the way. 

My orgy outfit, tried and found true at many a swing- 
ing party in London, drew appreciative whistles from 
the men and envious oohs from the girls who wished 
they'd thought of dressing up. I looked around to see 
who else had turned up. Claudio hadn’t, though he’d 
promised he would. But James, a Oui photographer, 
looked as if he were eager for some action. So did 
Andy, the studio assistant, letting go with his infectious 
laugh when he saw me. 

“Where’s Wes?” I asked immediately. 

“Gone down with flu,” Andy explained. 

“What a shame!” I lamented, but was soon distracted 
by Sandy, a titty brunette, one of Ed’s favorite models, 
who was showing off on the floor where the orgy 
was supposed to be taking place, so that he could 
test the lighting. She studiously ignored me as I wan- 
dered over, drawn to the center of attention like a moth 
to a flame. 

“Good, Suze, get in there with her!” Ed called down 
from the balcony that runs around the top of the 
studio from where he was shooting with the giant eight- 
by-ten-inch camera. Sensing that she was about to be 
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upstaged, Sandy got up with a snort as I lay down next 
to her, With a “What’s up with her?” gesture to Ed, I 
rolled around into a variety of poses while he took 
Polaroids and everybody, except Sandy, stood around 
laughing. Gradually the others joined me on the floor 
as Ed was at last ready to shoot. 

“Okay! We’re about to get going,” yelled Josh 
Blake, one of Playboy’s two associate art directors. 
“Let’s get the arrangement right.” Towels were dropped 
and naked bodies piled on top of each other until those 
at the bottom were howling that the wind was being 
squashed out of them. Eventually we were all arranged 
to Josh’s artistic satisfaction and the strobe began to 
pop. 

“Tve been to a couple in my time, but this is no way 
like an orgy,” I confided to James. “We look like the 
leftovers of a mass murder.” With an effort I heaved 
myself out of the wriggling heap and buried my head 
in James’s crotch. 

“That’s great,” yelled Ed, “Looks very realistic. 
Suze, just lift your left knee a little higher.” 

“What do you mean looks realistic?” gasped James 
as I put my lips around his flaccid prick. 

“Yea, she’s giving him a blow job!” someone called 
up excitedly. All heads turned to me in utter amaze- 
ment. A girl sucking off a guy during a Playboy pic- 
torial! Why such an outrage was completely unheard 
of. Soft-core sex was one thing. But hard-core—shud- 
der! 

“Okay, calm down everybody,” Ed commanded to 
kill the nervous giggles. “Let’s wrap this up and go 
home.” 

“But we don’t want to go home!” cracked some snig- 
gering smart ass. Once they’d gotten over the shock 
of breaking the sex barrier, the kids began to enjoy 
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themselves, although some of the girls looked wor- 
ried about what they’d let themselves in for. 

Since I wasn’t getting much of a rise out of James, 
I slithered over to the side of the platform where Andy 
was lying. 

“Going to get into my friends tonight,” I winked at 
him, snuggling down in the 69 position. 

“Wow!” was all he had time to say as I proceeded to 
treat his cock like a lolly, which, unlike a lolly, got 
warmer and bigger every time I licked it. 

Eddie wrapped up the session in only five more shots 
—much to the disappointment of some and relief of 
others. 

“How about a bite to eat downstairs?” Andy asked 
me on the way out. Seeing it was past nine already and 
I was ravenous, I said okay. After a snack and some 
dirty talk, he went on, “Say, how’s about you and me 
going to cheer Wes up right now? He must be feeling 
real lonely in bed.” 

“Okay,” I said, feeling an extra strong prickle in my 
pussy—the feeling Pd woken up with that morning. 

We jumped into a cab, flagged for us by the door- 
man, and were dropped off in front of a sleazy hotel 
a few minutes later. Andy asked the run-down fortyish 
receptionist with yellow bleached hair which floor Wes 
was on. 

“Second,” she said, barely looking up from the pa- 
perback she was reading. We took the creaky old ele- 
vator, one of those with telescoping doors that always 
seem about to chop off your fingers. 

“Who’s it?” Wes’s voice came from inside. He let 
us in, holding a towel around his slim waist. The room 
was small, the brass bed bare except for crumpled 
sheets; a battered sofa had been pushed against a wall. 

“Anyone want a drink?” croaked Wes. “I think I 
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may have half a bottle of Coke somewhere. Or else, 
how’s about helping me smoke this little baby here?” 
He held up a joint hardly thicker than a knitting needle, 

We settled for the joint, all three of us squeezing 
onto the sofa where I boasted to Wes how I’d sucked 
off James and Andy. Wes laughed himself into a cough- 
ing fit. 

“Here, I’ll show you what I did,” I volunteered. Pass- 
ing the joint to Andy I lifted up one knee and my skirt 
to reveal the short stretch of bare flesh between my 
black stockings and garter belt. 

“Love it,” wheezed Wes, sliding his hand up my 
thigh to my pussy. Meanwhile, Andy undid my blouse, 
slipped it off my shoulders, and began kissing my 
breasts. By this time Wes’s towel was on the floor and 
he was on his knees, kissing the insides of my thighs 
and finally darting his pink tongue into my wet pussy. 
Everyone was breathing heavily in the silent room. The 
situation, and the speed with which we'd gotten into 
sex, had excited us all. 

In response to Wes’s gentle tugging, I slid off the 
couch onto my knees, straddling his mouth and watch- 
ing his eyes roll in pleasure as, rotating my hips, I 
rubbed my pussy juices all over his nose, cheeks, and 
chin, 

“Told you I'd sit on your face anytime,” I reminded 
him smugly. Meanwhile, Andy squatted behind me and 
grabbing hold of my hipbones, slid his cock into me. A 
very satisfactory setup indeed this was for me. But it 
was too good to last long. Already excited by the orgy 
session, Andy shot his load when I least expected it, 
and Wes surfaced gasping a moment later. When I 
spied Wes’s long, thin prick pointing at the ceiling, I 
put a motherly arm around him and led him to the bed. 
There, flu or no flu, he gave me a very energetic run- 
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through indeed, while Andy, who’d discovered another 
of Wes’s joints, sat back and watched. 

Afterward, Wes got dressed, looking very chirpy in- 
deed, thanks to my sex therapy. He accompanied us 
downstairs, having, as he put it, now got his shit to- 
gether and raring to eat his sweet, sweet slice of soul 
food. We parted on the street, Wes going courting, 
Andy walking me back to the Mansion, feeling, I 
thought, a bit eclipsed. 

The orgy shooting was my breakthrough. The news 
of my outrageous behavior flashed through the photo 
department from Ted Kruger (who giggled) down to 
the secretaries who gave me wondering looks. More im- 
portant, the news of the madcap behavior of the new 
English cameragirl, no doubt much embellished, soon 
found its way to the Playboy Palace in Los Angeles, 
People took sides, some were offended and appalled, 
others applauded my nerve. But nobody ignored me 
anymore. 

After a long spell of the sulks my mood was begin- 
ning to improve. I found myself talking more. I was 
infectiously high-spirited. I wasn’t easy to put down. 
Instead, I was getting people to do what I wanted by 
overwhelming them with good humor. Suddenly I be- 
gan making friends, especially down in the Oui offices, 
Mike Irving began to take quite a fancy to me, and en- 
couraged by his underlings, Pd pop in for a drink at 
the end of the day. 

Mike and I would chat over gin and tonics while 
Oui staffers filed through on their way home to say 
good night. I talked a great deal because I was on the 
up and my tongue was loosened by mother’s little 
helper, gin. They listened because I was pretty and a 
pretty girl talking dirty is irresistible. I talked about 
fucking and sucking, but tried to make everyone agree 
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that buggery was best. I had a great time airing my 
theories about what qualities in a man turned a girl on, 
telling Mike that though I was a feminist and was rid- 
ing high on a wave of women’s lib, when it came to 
sex I wanted to be the slave. 

“Usually I only fancy men who dominate me,” I ex- 
plained with a sigh, “and of course that means the 
older and bolder I get the fewer humps there are on 
the horizon. I suppose I’m going to have to start cradle 
snatching in a few years, but I don’t look forward to it 
at all. It must be instinctive, the way submission un- 
locks sex in women, don’t you think? I mean it’s prob- 
ably necessary for breeding purposes.” With a sudden 
movement Mike leaned across his broad, shiny desk. 

“How about fucking me?” he asked intently. 

“Er, I—well, you’re certainly dominant enough!” I 
said, giggling, and let the matter drop. 

The day after the orgy shooting Ed Kerr drew me 
aside and informed me with a smirk that I’d better go 
see a doctor because Andy, the assistant Pd sucked off, 
was being treated for the clap. Andy was outraged 
when I told him. “It’s not true, it’s a frame-up, I swear 
it!” he assured me indignantly. Somehow Ed’s mali- 
ciousness didn’t touch me. Already I was feeling on 
top of the town. Instead of fretting over trivialities, I 
began to think big. It was time I promoted my young 
author, I resolved. 

Even though Alexander Wallace had suggested I give 
Hefner a copy of Humphry’s book on dominance, 
because of my low mood I hadn’t been able to approach 
him during his short stay at the Chicago Mansion. There 
seemed to be an invisible wall around him which forced 
me to keep my distance. With Hef, as with adults at 
dinner, one tends to speak only when spoken to. So 
you can imagine how difficult it was for me, a complete 
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unknown, no more important than any of the other 
girls always flocking around him. 

Unable to confront him with Humphry’s book, I 
had decided on a roundabout approach. I spent a lot 
of time sitting in the hall, pretending I was reading The 
Dominant Man, convinced someone important would 
ask me about the book. Wrong. No one noticed me ex- 
cept for a tipsy lawyer who wasn’t at all interested in 
talking about literature. On one occasion I purposely 
left the manuscript of Humphry’s latest book next to 
the bowl of fruit on the table in the great hall. I imag- 
ined that Hef’s eyes, which seemed to miss nothing, 
would light on the title, The Divine Madness, and he 
would sit up reading it all night. But to my mortifica- 
tion it was tidied away by a butler and I had to recover 
it from the kitchen! 

Obviously I was just going to have to make a ‘more 
direct approach. It was no good trying to get the book 
to him through one of his aides, I decided. It would 
simply disappear in the flood of paper that swirled 
around Hef. I carried a paperback edition of The Dom- 
inant Man around with me continually during those few 
days that Hef was in Chicago, and I was still carrying 
it the morning he was due to fly back to Los Angeles. 
Frozen with fright I sat on the couch in the hall, my 
eyes fixed on Mr. Pipe and Pepsi (Hef habitually car- 
ries a pipe in one hand and a Pepsi in the other) sur- 
rounded by his entourage and Bunnies kissing him 
goodbye. Butlers scurried about carrying luggage, in- 
cluding a large number of tapes and films, to the limos 
waiting outside. It’s now or never, I kept saying to my- 
self. When Hef began to drift toward the door, I finally 
got my legs to work and pushed-my way through the 
circle of Bunnies. But try as I might, I couldn’t catch 
Hef’s eye. So when there was a momentary lull in the 
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good-byes, I thrust the book at him and blurted out, 
“Hefner, I know you don’t get much time to read, but 
here’s something for the plane.” 

“No, I don’t get much time to read,” he said, “but 
thanks anyway.” 

I blew that! I wailed under my breath, watching him 
walk out. Why hadn’t I told Hef that my boyfriend had 
written the book and that Alexander Wallace had asked 
me to give him a copy? As soon as he got out the door 
he was going to pass the book to a member of his en- 
tourage who’d conveniently lose it. I was just going to 
have to try much harder to find a publisher. 

I began carrying the bulky manuscript of The Di- 
vine Madness around with me in my portfolio in the 
hope of coming across someone to entrust it to. I soon 
discovered that Playboy Press, the book publishing de- 
partment, was located in New York, which seemed a 
long way away. After a few inquiries I discovered that 
the only person who could help me in Chicago was 
Keith Appleton, Playboy’s articles editor. 

He was on the phone when I walked into his office, 
He motioned me to a chair where I sat with the manu- 
script and a copy of The Dominant Man on my lap. 
When Keith got off the phone I gave him my patter 
about Humphry and his books and said that Pd been 
advised to contact him because I didn’t want to mail 
the new manuscript to New York in case it got lost. 

“Okay,” he said, “I’ll have a look at it over the 
weekend. But I’m rather busy at the moment. Right 
now I’m waiting for Norman Mailer to show up be- 
cause were editing his report on the Ali-Foreman 
fight. We asked him for an article but he’s written 
enough for a book.” 

“You mean he’s on his way here?” I was incredu- 
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lous. “Oh, I’d just love to meet him! Do you think he’d 
let me photograph him?” Keith rubbed his chin. 

“Well, we do need a head shot of him for the ‘Play- 
bill.’ But he’s refusing to pose at the moment. Says he’s 
too fat.” 

“Tm sure I could persuade him,” I enthused, because 
when I’m up, I’m sure I can do almost anything and 
usually do, 

“Pm sure you could,” said Keith thoughtfully, clear- 
ly impressed with my bubbling self-confidence. “He’s 
supposed to be coming in this afternoon about four. 
If you’re in the building Pll call you when he arrives.” 

“Pll be in the photo department. Don’t worry, the 
moment he arrives Pll be down in a flash.” 

Leaving Humphry’s books on Keith’s table, I went 
upstairs, excited at the prospect of getting a picture 
none of the other Playboy photographers could. At 
four I phoned. No news. At five Keith’s secretary said 
yes, Mr. Mailer had called, but he was going to be 
late. I hung around, watching Lionel Tart shooting his 
seemingly endless centerfold session with a thoroughly 
bored-looking Inga. When Mailer still hadn’t put in an 
appearance by 7:30, Keith said there wasn’t much point 
in my waiting around any longer. A bit deflated, I went 
down to the lobby, bound for the Mansion, As I 
walked out of the elevator a small gray-haired man in 
his late fifties, dressed in an overcoat that looked too 
big for him, walked in. His eyes, however, had some- 
thing compelling about them. I stared at him and he 
stared back until the elevator door closed between us. 

“Shit!” I cursed. “That must be Norman Mailer!” 
Quite recently Pd seen a dramatic picture of him on 
the cover of a paperback edition of his famous novel, 
The Naked and the Dead. But that must have been 
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taken ten years previously, because he hadn’t looked 
anything like that in the elevator. Maybe I was wrong. 
I rushed up to the security desk, where everybody who 
comes into the building after 5:30 has to sign in. 

“Quick, tell me—who’s that guy who’s just come in? 
Is it Norman Mailer?” The guard, obviously not a lit- 
erary man, consulted the register. 

“Yes, that’s what the signature looks like.” 

“Thanks,” I called over my shoulder, already on my 
way back to the elevator. “I’ve been waiting all day to 
meet that guy.” 

“Wait, you haven’t signed the register!” the guard 
yelled at me, as I drummed at the elevator button. 

“I haven’t gone out yet!” I shouted back. “I’ve just 
come down from the photo department.” 

A moment later I was going up to the features de- 
partment, my hand shaking as I smeared on a fresh 
layer of lip gloss. After what seemed an age the eleva- 
tor finally made it. Imagine my feelings when the doors 
wouldn’t open! I pulled at them, then began to hammer 
on the metal with my fists. When they eventually 
opened, I rushed through into the conference room, 
Panting with excitement and exercise, I knocked and 
without waiting to be invited, stuck my head around 
the door. 

Norman and Keith were sitting at a large empty 
table, Both grinned at the golden-haired, red-faced 
person who was looking, I suppose, like an overheated 
schoolgirl. 

“The lift jammed,” I blurted out, looking at Mailer. 
“Tve been trying to catch you. I saw you downstairs 
but I was a little slow to twig it was you.” Mailer stood 
up and shook my hand. 

“I saw you, too. I thought you were trying to pick 
me up,” he said with a grin. 
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“I am!” I roared, which broke everyone up. 

“As you’ve no doubt worked out, this is the girl I 
was telling you about,” said Keith. 

“Yes. I want to take pictures of you!” I burst in, 
“Please, please say yes!” 

“I don’t really think I should,” said Mailer. “As you 
can see, I’ve put on a bit of weight.” But I was in no 
mood to take no for an answer. 

“Jl only take fifteen minutes!” I insisted. “And I 
promise to cut you off at the neck. I just want to do 
some dynamite pictures, that’s all.” 

Mailer asked me about myself. I told him I was from 
London and that I was staying at the Mansion for a 
Playmate shooting. 

“Which room are you in?” he asked. 

“The Red Room. Come up and see me anytime.” 

“For starters, I know where it is. I've stayed there 
myself.” 

“And you may well do so again,” I said coquettish- 
ly, by this time sure that he liked me. 

“Well, what do we do about the photo?” asked 
Keith, “Suze, why don’t you come up here about nine 
tomorrow so we can fix a time?” 

“Be delighted,” I said, taking this as my exit cue. 

On my way back to the Mansion I felt ten feet tall. 
That night I phoned Humphry in London, somehow 
forgetting how late it would be in England. 

“Tve given The Dominant Man to Hefner and now 
I'm going to give The Divine Madness to Norman 
Mailer,” I told him. “Also, I’m scheduled to photo- 
graph Mailer tomorrow and I’m going to interview 
him for a syndication package. So could you please 
give me some questions to ask him?” 

“Okay,” Humphry said wearily. “Got to warn you 
that it’s three A.M. here. I went to sleep drunk a couple 
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of hours ago and I’ve got a hell of a hangover. You're 
going to have to hang on while I get a glass of water.” 
A few minutes later he was back on the line and gave 
me several questions. Religiously I wrote them down. 

To my disappointment I didn’t see Mailer at the 
Mansion that night. Later I heard that he and Keith 
had worked into the early hours of the morning. In- 
stead, I dreamed that Mailer was licking stamps with 
my picture on them—which seemed to be a good omen. 

The next morning I was on the thirty-seventh floor 
at 8:30, setting up the studio, An hour later Keith’s 
secretary rang up to say I could have Mailer for fifteen 
minutes at 11:30. After that he had to catch his plane 
back to New York. But at 11:00 I found him wander- 
ing around the photo department looking for me. From 
the start I talked nonstop, jabbering on about Humphry 
and what kind of books he wrote. 

“He sent you a copy of his first book, The Dominant 
Man.” 

“Never got it,” he said brusquely. Unabashed, I 
rattled off the questions Humphry had given me on the 
phone. 

“Do you generally write when you’re elated?” 

“No. Pm an old professional, just like an old prosti- 
tute. Pve got to keep churning it out. I don’t enjoy 
writing. It’s a chore. Pm never quite happy with what 
I do. When I’m working, like I’ve been for my article 
‘The Fight,’ I put on a lot of weight because of eating 
from anxiety. Only once it’s finished there’s the elation, 
the relief.” So far, so good. But when I ushered my 
prize into the studio, -who should appear from behind 
the lace curtains of Inga’s set but Lionel Tart. 

“How do you do, Mr. Mailer!” he exclaimed, walk- 
ing at us with his hand extended. “I’ve always wanted 
to meet you so I could tell you how much I admire 
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your work.” On he gushed while I fumed with indigna- 
tion. Here was my archrival wasting my precious quar- 
ter of an hour with genius! When I couldn’t take it any- 
more, I took Norman firmly by the arm and with a 
tactful, “We’ve only got fifteen minutes, remember?” 
towed him away to the stool Pd placed in front of a 
dark backdrop, a setup that had worked very well when 
I shot David Frost in London, 

“You know, it would be a lot more intimate if you 
took off your jacket,” I suggested. But Norman had the 
same problem of success as David—a paunch. 

“As long as you don’t show my fat stomach,” he 
said, sitting down gingerly on the stool. 

“Oh, don’t worry about that!” I said. “I want strong, 
dominant pictures of you. I'll cut you off at the shoul- 
ders, I promise!” I chattered on to put him, and hope- 
fully myself, at ease, “By the way,” I continued, “do 
you mind if I run a tape while we’re shooting—to 
record this historic moment for posterity?” 

“No, that would be too much for me to handle.” He 
looked bewildered. Just what was this chick into? 

I did my best to remember every jewel that fell, or 
rather, was plucked, from his lips and immediately 
after the session scribbled them down. Meanwhile, I 
shot as quickly as I could press the shutter release. 

“What’s fame done for you?” I asked, still working 
through Humphry’s list. Has it brought you domi- 
nance?” 

“No need for you to talk about dominance,” he 
countered; “you've got enough balls for both of us! 
Okay, fame’s like a pretty girl walking down the street. 
You’ve got to watch out for the wolf whistles,” he 
improvised, giving me a mischievous look. 

“Has success brought you more sex?” was my next 
one. 
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“Sure. Most women want to know the secrets of 
famous men.” It seemed only seconds later that Nor- 
man began to peep at his watch. I took the hint and 
walked him to the elevator, excited by the possibility 
that Pd just maybe gotten a picture of America’s great- 
est literary lion roaring. 

As we left the studio he asked me, “Who was that 
guy you introduced me to?” 

“Oh, just one of the Playboy staff photographers,” 
I said offhandedly. 

“He seemed an interesting fellow—” 

“No he’s not. He’s a bore with a big head,” I flashed, 
disappointed to find that, like everybody else, Norman 
was a sucker for flattery. 

“Funny,” mused Mailer, “he seemed interesting to 
me.” It was at this point he discovered that he’d left 
his briefcase upstairs in the studio. Eager to please, I 
rushed to get it for him, at the same time trying to 
work out how to make the best of my last few moments 
with him. When I caught up with him again, he was 
surrounded by nodding heads and smiling faces. Play- 
boy editorial director Albert Reich and Keith Appleton 
were both there. Obviously there wasn’t going to be 
much time for me. 

“May I come and do some more pictures of you in 
New York very soon?” I asked as I shouldered my way 
through and handed him his briefcase. 

“Sure,” he interjected in the middle of a sentence 
to Albert. 

So ended my first meeting with Mailer—which al- 
most turned out a photographic disaster. I was in the 
lab telling the technician that the negative ought to be 
normal when I realized that because of my stupid ner- 
vousness Pd badly overexposed the film. Fortunately, 
this sort of error with black and white film can be cor- 
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rected in the darkroom, otherwise my first job for Play- 
boy may well have been my last. 

The next day Albert Reich walked into the photo 
department while I was going through my Mailer pic- 
tures with Keith Appleton. 

“Hey, these are great!” he announced, “Did one of 
our boys do them?” 

“No, they’re Suze’s,” said Keith. 

“Hello—” I began when, to my astonishment, with- 
out even throwing a glance in my direction, Albert 
abruptly turned his back and walked out without a 
word! 

So my first publication in Playboy was one of those 
tiny head shots on the “Playbill,” the info column on 
authors which precedes the contents page. I never got 
around to visiting Mailer in New York. A few days 
later, Lionel was finally able to wind up Inga’s center- 
fold and the word came down from Hef that we were to 
present ourselves promptly at his Mansion in Los 
Angeles where I was to shoot the rest of her Playmate 
pictorial. 

I said good-bye to Chicago with few regrets. Leaving 
seemed to herald the turning of the tide, now things 
were beginning to flow my way. Like so many young 
hopefuls before us, we were singing that song. Holly- 
wood or bust! 


7. 


At the Court of the Playboy King 


“Isn’t that the most astonishing coincidence!” Hugh 
Hefner announced as I pushed Inga into his presence, 
“Here I’ve been describing my dream girl and then she 
walks in the door!” 

“Really amazing!” echoed one of the blondes sitting 
with him at the vast, polished-walnut dining room table 
in the Playboy Mansion West. “She looks exactly like 
your description.” The others keeping Hef company 
nodded energetically, looking appropriately surprised 
and delighted. Inga gave Hef one quick glance through 
her eyelashes, then fixed her eyes on the blue carpet 
with its rampant-lion motif. 

“We've been in the Jacuzzi,” I said, to explain our 
wet hair. Hef wagged his eyebrows, rolled his eyes, and 
pushed his tongue against the inside of one cheek. 

“Half an hour on the property and they're into the 
Jacuzzi already!” Once more his audience grinned and 
nodded, approving of us with their eyes. But when, 
with a final wag of his eyebrows, Hef changed the sub- 
ject, all eyes turned to him and we were left stranded 
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in the doorway. Suddenly embarrassingly unobserved, 
we went back upstairs to dry our hair and work out 
what we were going to wear that evening—our first 
night in Los Angeles. 

Two hours earlier the City of the Angels, or Suck 
City as it’s known to those disillusioned with movie- 
land life-style, was a massive gray carpet rolling out 
below us, decorated by the crisscross pattern of im- 
mensely long, straight streets. Inga and I were squeezed 
together, looking out of the tiny porthole of the Ameri- 
can Airlines jet. Like liberally scattered sequins, thou- 
sands of pools glittered invitingly below us. After the 
freezing, grimy climate of London and Chicago, the 
thought of sipping long, cold drinks at those poolsides 
while getting an allover tan seemed particularly appeal- 
ing. Inga’s satisfied grunts suggested that similar 
thoughts were passing through her mind, Just before 
landing we caught our first glimpse of the Pacific. 

We were supposed to be met at the airport by a 
chauffeur, But as with our arrival in Chicago from 
London, the red carpet didn’t unroll. After a search, 
-we discovered a chauffeur parking a limo in the street. 

“Are you from Playboy?” I asked hopefully. 

“I know the Playboy chauffeur. His name’s Floyd,” 
he said, giving us a big grin. “But unfortunately, I’m 
not him. Here’s my card. PI be your chauffeur any- 
time.” He directed me to a telephone booth nearby. 

“Playboy Mansion West,” a man’s voice said. Simul- 
taneously my friendly chauffeur tapped me on the 
shoulder. 

“Floyd’s here for you,” he said, pointing over his 
shoulder with his thumb. 

“Okay, don’t worry, the limo’s arrived.” I hung up. 

Floyd was middle-aged, relaxed, with friendly blue 
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eyes. He escorted us to Hef’s immense black Cadillac 
and tipped the porter. 

“You must have a pretty cushy job,” I told him, for 
the electrically operated glass partition between driver 
and passengers was open. “I believe Mr. Hefner very 
rarely leaves his house.” 

“Don’t you believe it. If HMH wants a magazine or a 
newspaper at two in the morning, I’ve got to fetch it. I 
also ferry a lot of guests to and fro for him, pick up 
visitors from the airport, things like that.” 

“I know he’s got his own private jet,” I said. “Does 
he have a yacht as well?” 

“No. Im always trying to persuade him to get one 
because I love sailing. But HMH is terrified of water. He 
can’t swim, you know. The only swimming he does is in 
his Jacuzzi. And that’s only waist-deep.” 

Extraordinary. To have everything money can buy 
and not to be able to swim! 

Soon after passing an outcropping of fantastic sky- 
scrapers, appropriately called Century City, we turned 
into legendary Sunset Boulevard. From Sunset we 
turned right onto an exclusive-looking wooded subur- 
ban street which was called, absurdly, Charing Cross 
Road in spite of being so different from its central-Lon- 
don original. Floyd drew up in front of a massive, 
black, wrought-iron gate guarding a driveway that 
curved out of sight. Two life-size marble statues stand- 
ing on a wall carved with a classical theme looked 
coldly down at us. Outside the gates, also to the left 
of the driveway, were a large convex mirror and an 
intercom device observed by a television camera. 

“Can I help you?” a voice asked. 

“Floyd with Inga Anderssen and Suze Randall.” The 
gates swung open. Just inside, Floyd stopped again and 
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looked over his shoulder. “Everyone admitted is sup- 
posed to wait until the gates close again so that no one 
can sneak in,” he explained. When the gates shut we 
continued on our way. Through a break in the trees I 
caught a brief glimpse of part of the facade of a mag- 
nificent Victorian Gothic building. Even though I'd seen 
pictures of it, 1 was amazed by its size. At the top of 
the driveway; as we were about to pull up in front of 
the house, Floyd had to hit the brakes. A peacock in 
full display strutted forward and backward in front of 
us, as if warning us to proceed no farther, while his 
colorless female pecked at the gravel at the side of the 
road, Curious as I was about meeting the king at home 
in his court, I took this as an omen which warned that 
we were entering a world where the male ego was all. 

When the peacock finally folded his act, Floyd drew 
up in front of a massive oak door which opened onto a 
marble-floored hall as large as a church. Two young 
butlers dressed in black uniforms emerged from the 
kitchen, warned of our arrival by security. We followed 
them up one of the twin stairways on the west side of 
the hall. 

“That’s Mr. Hefner’s room,” said one of the butlers 
in an undertone, nodding at the door leading off the 
passage to the right. 

“He’s still asleep, I suppose?” I asked. 

“Yes. He gets up anywhere between two and six in 
the afternoon.” 

After unpacking, we went downstairs again, itching to 
explore the most-talked-about house in America. The 
clicking of our high heels on the hall’s marble floor 
echoed from the tall beamed ceiling. 

Two rooms led off from the side opposite to the twin 
stairways: a baronial dining room on the right, and a 
smaller one, with a Roman-style fountain built into the 
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wall, which we learned was called the Mediterranean 
Room. Here we discovered a pretty, though rather 
melancholy-looking blonde talking urgently to a pleas- 
ant-looking man of forty who was eating sandwiches, 
The girl gave us a brief, unfriendly look before return- 
ing to her monologue. But the man held my gaze. 

“Hello,” I broke in, “I’m Suze and this is Inga. 
We've come to stay for a while.” 

“I'm Harry and this is Mona.” Mona emitted a grunt 
and instead of looking at us, looked around the room as 
if she’d lost something. 

“Have you two just gotten into town?” Harry asked. 
I explained where we’d come from and what we were 
going to do. Harry nodded slowly as he chewed away 
at his sandwich, while Mona stared at the roses floating 
in the Roman fountain, a worried, preocuppied look on 
her face, 

“We're going to have a quick Jacuzzi to unwind,” I 
said. “How do we get there?” 

“One of the butlers will show you,” said Harry, 
pressing the button on the call box. 

“I think I would like to eat something first,” said 
Inga, whose eyes had been glued to Harry’s sandwiches. 

“Okay,” I said, sitting down, “I'll join you.” A few 
seconds later the butler appeared through the kitchen 
door. Inga ordered a salad. I asked for what Harry was 
eating, an all-American BLT. 

Afterward, a butler led us out the rear entrance of 
the building onto the most splendid grounds I'd ever 
seen. In England I’d viewed plenty of stately homes 
but all of them had an impersonal, museum-like atmo- 
sphere, as if they were no longer lived in, which was 
usually the case. But Hef’s stately home was very much 
in its prime. Later I heard Alexander Wallace say that it 
cost $1.3 million a year to run, which is easy to believe. 
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Hef’s backyard consists of a five-acre redwood for- 
est, the largest private woodland in Los Angeles, anda 
broad, flat lawn that runs to the foot of an artificial hill 
hemmed by a stream in which a flock of flamingos 
waded and flapped, showing off their magnificent salm- 
on-pink feathers. Inga and I kept pointing out ex- 
traordinary creatures to each other. This place was like 
a tropical paradise! Monkeys clambered around in the 
redwoods; exotic birds I'd never seen before pecked at 
the ground like fowls. Several astonishingly colorful 
parrots and macaws sat looking at us. For me the most 
amazing spectacle was the poal of muticolored Japanese 
carp. The butler indicated a little wooden barrel of fish 
food. 

“Why not throw a handful into the water?” he sug- 
gested. The effect was electric. Immediately the water 
boiled, Glistening fish were thrown into the air by larger 
fish thrashing their way to the surface. The spectacle 
was exciting and somehow repulsive at the same time. 


Within a few seconds the food had gone, the fish had ' 


sunk into the clear water, and the ducks were once more 
gliding unperturbed over them. 

“These are the most expensive fish in the world,” 
the butler informed us proudly. “They cost up to two 
thousand dollars each. They’re the most valuable ani- 
mals on the property.” I shook my head in disbelief. 
How much is a hundred times two thousand dollars? 

“The Jacuzzi’s in there.” The butler pointed at an 
artificial hill encrusted with rocks and skirted by a cres- 
cent-shaped pool into which a waterfall splashed. “You 
get in through here.” He led us around the edge of the 
pool to where a second waterfall curtained a water- 
level entrance and a heavy door nearby opened into the 
dimly lit interior. Built into the rough, stone wall was a 
control panel for brightening and dimming the lights, 


SUZE 129 


for selecting music which played from hidden speakers, 
and for turning on the jets which sent interlocking 
pools of various sizes and depths boiling like witches’ 
caldrons. 

“If you want to change, the bathhouse is this way,” 
said the butler, leading us past an outdoor bar, also 
built of rough stone, to yet another grotto with a pil- 
lowed, mirrored seating area and several luxuriously 
fitted undressing rooms. 

Inga and I stripped naked and slipped into the terry 
bathrobes we found there. Barefooted we tripped back 
to the Jacuzzi. After the cool February air, the cave 
seemed almost oppressively hot and humid. The water 
was a scorching 100° F, but the relaxing effect of the 
bubbling water was sensational, We splashed and gig- 
gled. I showed Inga how to get off by positioning her 
clit above one of the jets, a trick Pd learned in Alex- 
ander Wallace’s Jacuzzi back in England. When we’d 
had enough, we pulled ourselves out of the water onto 
towel-covered cushions positioned in one of several 
enclaves around the interior of the cave. 

“Not a bad place for a sexy party,” I commented, 
not aware at the time that this was where most of the 
Mansion’s orgies took place. We cooled off by swim- 
ming through the waterfall into the crescent pool and 
the sunshine, This was all so much more lavish than 
the setup in Chicago. No wonder Hef stayed there so 
seldom! 

Afterward, we got dressed and decided to do some 
exploring on our own. Passing the house on the east 
side, we found ourselves in a huge greenhouse crammed 
with exotic plants, caged birds, and tanks with irides- 
cent marine creatures. We reemerged near a splendid 
tennis court, often the scene of celebrity tennis matches 
arranged for charity. Flowering plants scrambled up 
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the fences and over the low, surrounding walls. We 
walked west, which gave us a full view of the house’s 
facade across a stretch of lawn long enough for a foot- 
ball field. After passing two more larger-than-life mar- 
ble statues of Greek goddesses, we arrived at a small 
stone cabin hidden in the trees. I knocked, and when 
there was no answer, pushed open the door. From the 
pool table, pinball machines and electronic toys, I im- 
mediately recognized the game room. We both had a 
go at a push-button quiz game, but it rated neither of 
us as geniuses, On the walls above the machines hung 
boards with scores and lists of names. Hef rated high, 
if not highest, on most of them. On the south wall a 
huge portrait of our host in a tuxedo, with the inevita- 
ble pipe in his mouth, looked benignly down at us. 

The northwest corner of the game room opened out 
into two interconnecting bedrooms, the first one blue 
and the other red, each with comfortable-looking dou- 
ble beds and large, watch-yourself-at-work mirrors on 
the walls and directly overhead. As I was soon to dis- 
cover from personal experience, these rooms were for 
guests who wanted to fuck in privacy. 

Overawed by the magnificence of it all, we returned 
to the main house through the ornate front door. My 
attention was attracted by the sound of voices in the 
dining room. I sensed Inga stiffen as we approached 
and a wave of nervousness swept over me as well. 
Sitting at the huge table, dressed in white silk pajamas, 
was Hef himself, flashing his eyebrows at us and saying 
that Inga was the Playboy dream girl come true. The 
flattery was enthralling. But the way we were left 
stranded in the doorway, suddenly ignored by every- 
body as soon as Hef changed the subject, taught us the 
first and most important rule of his court. The only one 
who could command attention was the king himself. 
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After drying our hair and changing into something 
sexy, we ventured downstairs once more to discover 
that on Saturday nights dinner is a casual affair. Guests 
sat in little cliques, either in the dining room or the 
Mediterranean Room, and selected from a short list 
of alternatives offered verbally by the butlers. Hef 
wasn’t present. We discovered that he almost never ate 
with his guests. Generally he took only one meal a day, 
in his bedroom, anywhere between midnight and 5:00 
A.M., after completing his habitual session of sexual 
athletics. 

I was eating steak and Inga chicken, when Simon 
Tuscano, medium height with thick, curly, black hair, 
sat down next to us with the-house mascot, a miniature 
poodle, on his lap. I'd seen him several times in Chi- 
cago when Hef was there for Bobbie Arnstein’s funeral, 
but we hadn’t spoken. Serenity, who was sitting nearby, 
introduced us. Simon was the first person I’d met at 
either of Hef’s mansions who asked me about myself. I 
told him about discovering Inga and meeting Alexander 
Wallace. Soon I got onto the topic of the friend I'd left 
in London who’d written The Dominant Man. 

“Hey, that sounds fascinating,” said Simon, combing 
my face with his dark brown eyes. “I’d love to read it.” 

“All right, I’ve got a copy upstairs you can borrow.” 

“Tm going up to my room in a couple of minutes; 
it’s just down the corridor from yours. Why not bring 
it to me there?” 

Walking toward the twin stairways, for the first time 
I noticed two five-foot wooden monkeys in hats, each 
with an ivory ball in its outstretched paw. 

“What on earth are those?” I asked Simon. 

k “Dunno. They’re supposed to have been for collect- 
ing gentlemen’s visiting cards.” 

“And now they're for collecting gentlemen’s balls?” 
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Simon looked surprised and then broke out into a loud 
chortle. The little black poodle rushed up the stairs 
ahead of us. 

“Sit down. Let’s have a chat,” Simon said, glancing 
briefly at the book I’d brought him. 

I was a little disappointed. At least I'd expected him 
to read the rave notices on the cover. But it soon be- 
came clear that his interest in the book was only a ruse 
to get me on my own. 

“Hef’s very interested in your blonde friend. Any 
idea how she feels about him?” 

“Funny you should say that. She doesn’t sleep 
around. But she’s been interested in Hef from the start, 
She thinks he’s dynamite-looking and talks about him 
non-stop. She’s definitely into him, but she’s a bit shy.” 

“That’s cool,” said Simon with a laugh. “Hef's a bit 
shy, too. That’s why he usually gets someone to check a 
girl out first to make sure she’s interested. What sort of 
girl is blondie? Is she into scenes?” 

“No, I don’t think so. She’s pretty straight. In fact, 
during the five months she stayed with me in London 
she didn’t fuck anyone except her Norwegian boy- 
friend.” 

“What about yourself?” 

“Oh, I’m the easiest lay in town!” I giggled. “I’m 
not looking for romance, but I’m game for almost any- 
thing.” 

“You're welcome to spend the night here with me,” 
said Simon, after he’d recovered from my candor. 

“Not right now, thanks, I’m just window-shopping!” 
I joked, making a quick exit. 

Inga was propped up in bed eating what must have 
been her tenth grapefruit that day. 

“Oh, yes?” she kept saying between mouthfuls, clear- 
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ly delighted with the report of my conversation with 
Simon. 

Although Hef screened a movie almost every night, 
during the week guests were usually restricted to what 
was called “the gang.” Sunday was society day, when 
a lavish buffet was laid out to feed up to a hundred 
celebrities. It was about five, soon after Hef had put in 
his appearance downstairs, but before the guests had 
begun to arrive, that I wandered into what is called the 
library because it shelves a bound edition of all the back 
numbers of Playboy. Hef was playing backgammon 
with- Simon, observed by Percy Goldstein, a rather 
pompous but ultimately likable little man. As far as I 
could gather, Percy didn’t have enterprises. His busi- 
ness was Hef’s pleasure. 

Far from being burned out by too much pleasure so 
willingly laid on by so many, from the first Hef struck 
me as a man intensely involved in the world around 
him. Early on I noticed that he tends to stand chatting 
with one eye on the door and that he almost always 
sees you first. This means that when you look at him 
he’s often already beginning to look away—unless 
you’re important enough to be acknowledged. This 
time he held my glance and wagged his eyebrows. 

“I hear Miss Norway is interested in some fun and 
games,” he said, rattling the dice, “although you could 
have fooled me. She frigid or something?” 

“No, just shy—” I began, ready to go into a long 
explanation. 

“But tho am I,” he lisped, which sent Simon and 
Percy into a laughing competition. 

“That’s good,” I persevered. “It means she doesn’t go 
for assertive guys. She wouldn’t have anything to do 
with Alexander Wallace when we were in London.” 
Hef cooed with laughter. 
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“I don’t know who’s writing your script,” he came 
back, “but you certainly know the right things to say!” 
This took me by complete surprise because my com- 
ment about Alexander had been meant quite innocently. 
What Hef’s reaction did reveal was the rivalry he and 
Alexander had about girls. 

“Come here,” Hef said, putting an arm on my shoul- 
der. “Come with me a moment.” Aglow with the privi- 
lege of a personal audience, I followed him into the 
curtained-off passage between the library and the 
lounge-cum-screening room. 

“Tell me, is she into girls?” he asked, puffing so vig- 
orously on his pipe that his head was soon wreathed in 
smoke, , 

“No way!” 

“Then how come she’s been living with you?” 

“Pm really not into seducing chicks, and anyway our 
relationship is strictly business,” I explained. 

“Shame, shame!” Hef shifted his weight from one 
foot to the other. “Thing is, I’ve just lost someone I 
care for very much, ’cause apart from all the bullshit 
I’m really a romantic guy.” I followed him back into the 
library. What he was referring to, I knew, was his split 
with the chesty, baby-blonde Texan beauty, Betty Bar- 
dot. 

Betty had signed on as a Bunny in the Chicago club, 
so the story goes. But she’d barely gotten through her 
first day of Bunny dips when she was whisked up to the 
Mansion, never to return. Besides having the blonde, 
big-titted look, Betty particularly attracted Hef because 
unlike his then current steady, singer Tammy Rose, 
who is a career-minded girl, Betty would sit up with 
him all night and watch him play backgammon or join 
him in endless games of Monopoly. After two years of 
sharing Hef with Tammy, who remained number one, 
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Betty apparently realized that as far as she was con- 
cerned, the game wasn’t worth the candle. A few months 
before our arrival in Chicago, she smuggled her be- 
longings out of the Mansion with the help of her ugly 
best friend, Lorna, an unfortunate girl who kept claim- 
ing that she was going to have a nose and tit job but 
couldn’t make up her mind which to have first. As the 
gates swung shut behind her, Betty’s room was dis- 
covered to be empty. The limo was promptly sent off 
in hot pursuit but was too sluggish to keep up with 
Betty’s sports car. She made a clean getaway to Lorna’s 
flat. Hef was shattered when it became clear that Betty 
wasn’t coming back. He managed to discover which 
apartment house she was in but couldn’t find out her 
number. Then, legend has it, he did something unbe- 
lievable for a multimillionaire recluse. He personally 
searched the building, knocking on every door like a 
brush salesman, saying, “Hello, I’m Hugh Hefner. Pm 
looking for Betty Bardot.” Eventually he found her. 
But somehow she managed to say no to his face. 

“You know, Inga and I actually met Betty?” I said 
to Hef, who’d returned to his backgammon. 

“Where?” he asked, clearly surprised. 

“In Chicago. She’d flown in from Texas to do a cal- 
endar shooting, and while she was in town she visited 
the Mansion with her friend Lorna.” 

“Oh, Lorna,” sniggered Percy, “that dog!” 

“It really was funny,” I went on, warming to the 
game of gossip-for-the-master. “Because Inga didn’t 
know who Betty was and kept asking her questions 
about Tammy! Of course Lorna kept putting Tammy 
down in favor of Betty. She was pretty high-and-mighty 
with us as well until she discovered that we’d met you 
a couple of weeks before and that we were on our way 
to stay with you in L.A. Then she suddenly turned 
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sweet as apple pie and hung around Inga, advising her 
on her makeup and promising to take her shopping. I 
suppose she realized that Inga was your type and that 
getting close to her was the only way of getting close to 
you, the same game as she’d been playing with Betty.” 

“Yep,” said Hef, who’d been encouraging me to go 
on with short, mischievous glances. “Yep, you're pretty 
observant.” 

By this time the guests were beginning to turn up for 
the Sunday buffét, which begins at six and goes on until 
the movie at eight. I walked about, curious to get the 
feel of these celebrated weekly events, but at the same 
time I was propelled by my fear of being a wallflower. 
The only comfortable space I could find was next to 
Inga, around whom Hef was cruising in ever-diminish- 
ing circles. At 7:45, Annie, Hef’s social secretary, a 
slim brunette never parted from a large, black bible of a 
notebook, leant over Inga. 

“Hef would like you to sit with him during the movie. 
Will that be all right?” 

“Oh, yes, thank you very much,” said Inga, without 
looking up from her plate. 

Ten minutes later in came Hef once more, this time 
rolling his eyes mischievously, pulling faces and as I 
discovered was his custom, singing, “Movietime, folks! 
It’s movietime!” 

Like the queen she wanted so much to be, Inga 
sauntered into the screening room last, catching every- 
one’s eye as the projector spotlighted her snuggling 
down next to Hef. After the movie, when the rest of us 
went through to the dining room for coffee, Inga dis- 
appeared upstairs to her bedroom. 

“Where’s Inga?” Hef quizzed me shortly afterward. 

“She’s gone to bed,” I said. “She’s feeling rather 
tired.” 
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“Get Inga on the phone,” he told one of his secre- 
taries. “I'll take it in the telephone room.” 

“I don’t care about all his other girls,” Inga told me 
the next day. “But I never make love with a man on the 
first date.” If this was strategy it worked. The next day 
Hef’s interest in Inga was noticeably sharper. 

When he emerged from his bedroom, he spent time 
making circles around Inga, every now and then coming 
in for a nuzzle. That night after the inevitable movie, 
he and Inga disappeared together. Not until late the 
next afternoon did she emerge, a satisfied smile playing 
around her lips. 

“How was it?” I asked as she dug into a breakfast of 
chicken, lobster and salad. 

“Not bad,” she said in her offhand way. “But he 
wanted to do all kinds of kinky stuff. ‘I’m only inter- 
ested in straight sex,’ I told him. You know, he’s a bit 
crazy, that man, showing porno movies in the bedroom 
all the time and wanting me to use wibrators and things 
like that.” She went into giggles, a side of her I don’t 
often see. “Actually, I liked his wibrator very much. 
I’ve never used one before. You know you just rub it 
on the outside. It’s fantastic» the best thing I’ve had. 
He’s going to give me one, he says.” 

During the year that followed I was to hear several 
stories about Hef’s sex gadgets. But the funniest com- 
ment by far was from the girl who told me, “When Hef 
really likes you he plugs in your vibrator himself.” 

“Was he a good fuck?” I asked Inga, curious to know 
the truth about the man who’s supposed to have 
screwed more beautiful women than any man in his- 
tory. 

“He’s amazing. He goes on for two or three hours, 
and I’m not kidding. I was completely tired out.” She 
gave me one of her direct, sincere looks. “You know, 
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I really think he could go on forever. And he keeps on 
talking about scenes and orgies. Crazy things like that. 
But I really like him. His face is really beautiful. And 
you know what? He really fancies me, I can tell that! 
You know that he never goes out? Well, tomorrow 
night he’s going out with me, that’s what he said. We’re 
going to the premiere of Shampoo, you know, the new 
Warren Beatty film? Can you believe that?” 

It certainly was an extraordinary item of news, 
but I can’t say it exhilarated me, because quite clearly 
I wasn’t invited. Later Inga told me that Hef had sug- 
gested Percy take me. 

“Who wants to go anywhere with a ballbuster like 
Suze?” Percy complained. As this remark makes clear, 
Percy, and I’m sure he wasn’t the only one, thought me 
too assertive to be sexy. It’s the submissive, doc-eyed 
chick who does best in Bunnyland. 

Makeup time the next evening began at six. When 
Inga had finished with her face, I helped her into the 
long, cream-colored, tight-fitting Jean Harlow dress 
she’d bought in London. Then I put the finishing 
touches to her hair and lent her the little fox cape Pd 
bought in London’s Portobello Road flea market for 
forty dollars. 

“Fell off the back of a lorry, luv,” the Cockney stall- 
keeper had assured me under her breath to explain why 
it was so cheap. All the same, it looked great on Inga 
as she, Hef, and Percy piled into the limo. It looked 
even greater in the pictures of “Hefner and his new 
heartthrob” which were splashed all over gossip news- 
papers in Europe and America. The story, as it was 
told in England, was that while singer Tammy Rose was 
touring Britain, back in Los Angeles Hefner was making 
hay while the sun shines with his new discovery, Lon- 
don model Inga Anderssen. He’d escorted her to the 
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premiere of Shampoo and was later seen having an 
animated conversation with her at the party that fol- 
lowed. No doubt Tammy read these reports and saw 
the pictures of Hef and Inga, the first girl, apart from 
her, that Hef had been pictured with in public since 
Betty Bardot. They must have sparked off the jealousy 
which over the following year was to grow so intense. 

Hef and party returned at about midnight with Inga 
in an excited state 

“It was fantastic,” she gabbled as soon as we were 
alone. “Everybody was staring at me and Hefner. All 
the photographers were taking pictures of us. I met 
Warren Beatty, but he’s not as attractive in real life as 
he is on the screen. But Raquel Welch was there, and 
she’s fantastic.” She lowered her voice for emphasis. 
“J tell you this now. One day I’m going to be at least 
as big a star as Raquel Welch, and that’s a fact!” 

That night Inga once again slept with Hef, though 
this time she left his bedroom about midday, leaving 
him to sleep on into the afternoon. The first news that 
hit her was that the Mansion was being bombarded with 
telephone calls for her from British newspapers. At 
first, I think, she was a bit taken aback by all the unex- 
pected attention. But she soon warmed to the game and 
for the first time began to project a radiant joyfulness 
in place of that sullen, sulky look I was so used to 
seeing. 

With Inga making no secret of the fact that she was 
star of the show, I began to mope about being left out. 
So when she boasted to me that Hef had invited her to 
go to Pips, the fashionable nightclub part-owned by 
Playboy, I whimpered, “Can’t I go, too?” 

“Till ask Hef,” she said with the condescension of a 
queen, and sure enough she did. We were sitting on her 
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bed discussing what she should wear when there was 
a knock at the door and Hef walked in. 

“We'll leave after the movie,” he announced after 
going through his usual eyebrow-flashing greeting ritual, 
“About ten thirty. I’ve reserved a booth.” 

“Oh, I don’t know what to wear!” Inga whined. “I 
don’t have any clothes left. What do you think of this?” 
she went on in her little-girl voice, spinning round in a 
semitransparent summer dress we’d picked up in one of 
the London junk shops. Hef pursed his lips. 

“It’s very nice, but best for wearing around the 
house,” was his verdict. 

“But I’ve worn everything else,” she went on. “Oh, 
and you look so smart.” She fingered the lapels of Hef’s 
white Gatsby suit. “I don’t want everybody to look at 
you instead of at me!” Inga purred in her little-girl 
voice. 

“Why don’t you wear your black sequin dress?” I 
suggested. 

“I suppose I could, but I always fall out of that 
here.” She indicated her tits. 

“That sounds just the thing,” Hef twinkled, opening 
the door to leave. 

“Can Suze come, too?” Inga added hurriedly when 
I prodded her ass. 

“Of course.” Hef bowed graciously and left. 

“Fantastic!” I gushed, “I’m going to wear my black 
bead dress with the slits up the legs. I don’t care if Pm 
overdressed. We’ve got to show these Yankee girls 
that jeans aren’t the final word in fashion!” 

All dolled up London-style, we piled into. the limo, 
Hef, Inga, Serenity, Ron, and myself. This time the 
glass partition between the chauffeur and the passen- 
gers remained firmly shut. 
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The manager of Pips greeted us with loud laughs, 
salutations, and squeezes. 

“Hef, you guys are so late, I had to let Dean Martin 

jnto the VIP booth. But there’s room for you, too, 
just!” 
: We filed through the dark, smoky disco. There, sure 
enough, was Dean, well into his cups, sitting next to 
his wife, Cathy, and leading his entourage in a roaring 
orgy of laughter. I hung back while Hef and Dino 
shook hands and twinkled at each other. Instead of 
trying to squeeze in, I made for the dance floor and 
did a few freaky numbers on my own, which raised 
eyebrows. But Inga was really the belle of the ball, and 
by her sudden acquisition of airs and graces, obviously 
felt it. Hef was getting his kicks out of showing her off. 
Ignoring the Martin gang’s screams of euphoria, he 
cuddled Inga in the booth and kissed her on the dance 
floor, conscious, I suppose, of the eyes following their 
every movement. 

Ninety minutes of public exposure was enough. With 
Serenity looking regal as she led the way with Ron, 
followed by the Martin camp’s cries of farewell, we 
made our exit. Allowing the others to go on ahead, for 
the first time that evening Hef spoke to me. 

“Inga and I have decided we would very much like 
you to join us im the Jacuzzi when we return,” he told 
me. Taken by surprise, all I could do was smile grate- 
fully and say, “Thank you, sir,” mimicking his formal 
tone. 

While we waited on the steps for the limo, I collared 
Inga. 

“What’s this about a Jacuzzi?” I hissed at her. “Hef 
said he and you had decided it was time we had a pri- 
Vate party, just the three of us.” 
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“Ah, ha! He’s crafty, that one!” she whispered back, 
“He told me that you had arranged it all!” 

“Oh, well, he was bound to bully us into putting on 
a show for him sooner or later. We’re just going to have 
to do as we’re told.” 

“Aie! It seems to mean so much to him, these scenes 
and things,” she wailed. “If only my poor mother could 
see me now!” 

“Shall we go Jacuzzi?” Hef reminded Inga and me 
the moment we got back to the Mansion. Dutifully we 
slipped upstairs to change. Inga got me to lend her my 
white, ankle-length gown while I bravely exposed my 
legs in one of the short Mansion bathrobes. After ex- 
changing a few more mutual condolences, we padded 
downstairs in bare feet. Hef, dressed in his white robe, 
a more discreet length than those provided for the 
guests, was waiting for us in the hall. 

“This way, guys,” he said, squeezing Inga’s ramp and 
doing a little shuffle. He opened the leaded glass doors 
to the cool night air. We followed him briskly down 
the stone path that led us along the edge of the back 
lawn, past the metal tables and chairs of the summer- 
time eating area, past where the waterfall tumbled over 
the water-level entrance to the grotto. Looking over 
my right shoulder I noticed the moon floating in the 
tops of the redwood trees. What a romantic setting this 
was, I reminded myself, and how glamorous my com- 
panions were! All the same, I just couldn’t get my- 
self to feel the least bit sexy. I was certain Inga was 
having the same problem. 

The Jacuzzi soon soothed away our stage fright as 
we waded naked and giggling into the hot, turbulent 
water with Hef all hands behind us, apparently afraid 
we might put a foot wrong in the dim light. After a few 
minutes of innocent splashing about, Hef got out the 


SUZE 143 


baby oil, rubbed it all over us and got us to rub it all 
over him. Our bodies slithering over each other like 
courting-eels, we allowed Hef to nudge us into the 
deeper water. 

At a rather delicate moment Hef looked up suddenly. 
There, through the clouds of steam, loomed the figure 
of a butler who apologetically informed him that 
Tammy was on the line—long distance from London, 
Hef rushed out of the water, repeating promises that 
he would be back in a moment and that we weren’t to 
go away. 

Determined to show we weren’t put off by Tammy’s 
untimely interruption, we continued to cuddle and kiss. 
But that, apparently, was the wrong move. For when 
Hef came back ten minutes later he snapped at Inga, 
“You couldn’t wait for me?” What he appeared to be 
saying was that when he wasn’t present the show was 
definitely not supposed to be going on. 

“Oh, you're back!” said Inga, in her most matter-of- 
fact voice, clearly intimidated by his tone. “We weren’t 
doing anything, you know.” 

“Let’s go upstairs and play,” Hef commanded. Feel- 
ing a little like naughty daughters who’d just let Daddy 
down, we clambered out into Hef’s outstretched arms, 
tubbed ourselves dry, and followed him through the 
grounds back into the house. 

“That’s a very revealing robe,” Hef teased Inga about 
her floor-length gown. 

“I don’t care. It keeps me warm and I don’t want to 
show my body to all these people,” was her reply as we 
scampered up the stairs, foolishly hoping we wouldn’t 
be seen. We soon learned there’s no such thing as pri- 
vacy in the Mansion. 

Hef’s bedroom was large and littered with small, neat 
piles of newspaper cuttings and magazines of every de- 
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scription which the servants later told me they didn’t 
dare move. What appeared to be chaos was Hef’s secret 
filing system. He loves spending time brooding over 
articles about himself, and I’ve been told that he often 
whiles away the lonely early-morning hours watching 
videotapes of the now-defunct TV show “Playboy 
After Dark” which he hosted. I myself have seen him 
watch an old documentary about himself, sitting alone 
in the screening room, looking like a sleeping beauty 
sealed off from the world in a rose garden of nostalgia. 

But there was nothing at all nostalgic about Hef as 
he slipped out of his robe, flashing a mischievous grin, 
and jumped into his emperor-sized bed. With the glee 
of a devilish schoolboy he turned on the 8mm projector 
above the headboard. An orgy sprang to life on one of 
the two concave screens at the foot of the bed. Not to 
be outdone, Inga and I soon joined Hef on the bed. 
Inga became a goddess of love as she sweated and 
squirmed in ecstasy on Hef’s white silk sheets. What a 
pity I didn’t have my camera with me, I kept thinking 
to myself! 

Later, Hef rang the kitchen and ordered hamburgers, 
french fries, milk shakes, and chocolate cake. 

“Is that okay for you?” he asked me as an after- 
thought. I nodded, though I wasn’t feeling at all hun- 
gry. 

By the time the food arrived it was 3:30 a.M. While 
we munched our way through the beautifully prepared 
junk food, Hef appeared to be completely wrapped up 
in a late-night film, thrown onto the concave screen by 
one of his two TV projectors—a Space Age techno- 
logical setup Pd never seen before and which I’ve been 
told cost fifty thousand dollars. Cuddled under his arm, 
Inga soon fell asleep. I sat propped up by pillows, badly 
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wanting to make an exit but not knowing how to go 
about it. 

The volume on the set was turned up high and the 
film excruciatingly boring, An agonizing hour later, Hef 
finally nodded off. Careful not to wake him, I crept out 
of bed and gratefully made my escape, reminding my- 
self that I was really going to have to clean up my exits. 

During our three-week stay in the Mansion, Inga be- 
came increasingly infatuated with Hef. As one would 
expect, his interest in her dulled when she leaked that 
she loved him. His coolness, of course, only inflamed 
her passion. So the Saturday night that Sandra, a cheer- 
ful, busty blonde, flew in to be shot for Playmate, 
Inga’s love suffered a near-fatal blow. 

Sandra had stayed at the Mansion several times dur- 
ing the past year, each time for a Playmate shooting 
that had to be reshot, each time sharing Hef’s bed when 
Tammy was out of town. As a result of what she im- 
mediately took to be a callous oversight, Inga wasn’t 
warned of Sandra’s arrival. The shock came at the be- 
ginning of movietime when Inga was about to sweep 
into the screening room, late as usual, and slip in next 
to Hef on the front couch. Instead, she was stopped in 
her tracks by the sight of Hef with his arm around a 
blonde who sat in what Inga had come to think of as 
her seat of honor. Immediately she turned on her heels 
and stormed off to her bedroom. Curiosity drove her 
downstairs again after the movie. But instead of Sandra 
disappearing into thin air, Inga found her snuggling up 
to Hef at the backgammon table. What hurt even more 
was that Hef did nothing more than mumble some- 
thing, barely looking up from his game, and made no 
effort to introduce Sandra to Inga. That did it. Inga 
rushed back to her room where she cried for most of 
the night in spite of my efforts to console her. 
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“You’ve got to try to understand his position,” I 
said. “Guys have got to fuck around to keep feeling 
sexy. Also, he’s got his playboy image to maintain. 
Trouble is that he didn’t have the nerve to warn you.” 

“I am hurt, you know,” she replied through her sobs, 
“because he made me look such a fool in front of 
everyone by not telling me. But I’m strong. I can stop 
my love for him. After this I won’t care. I'll still fuck 
him but I'll keep a little bit apart all the time.” This was 
precisely what she did. And Hef loved her for it, 


Starfucking 


The groupie who scores with stars to impress her 
friends is a starfucker. The would-be actress who fucks 
to further her career, and there’s no\would-be who 
wouldn’t, is also starfucking. The millionaire who 
browns his nose pulling big names to dignify his parties 
is also a starfucker. Starfucking is the state of mind of 
the sucker in Suck City, sucking on the tits of success, 

My first Hollywood bedtime story is about the Amer- 
ican film star James Long, which for reasons that will 
become obvious is not his real name. 

With Tammy still away and Inga established as Hef’s 
main babe, I found myself spending a lot of time on my 
own. For one thing, she tended to keep his night-owl 
hours. For another, as number one the girls lower in 
the hierarchy began to cluster around Inga, I suppose 
to keep in touch with the latest inside information on — 
Hef. Mona was one of the first to discover a best friend 
in Inga. 

“She’s a natural,” Mona told me, her melancholy 
expression brightening for once. “I’ve been trying to 


148 SUZE 


get a good part for years, but I’m sure she’s going to 
make it in months!” As it turned out Mona was right. 
Inga did get a starring role in a big German movie soon 
after my Playmate spread on her was published. 

By this time tired of hearing about Inga, I wandered 
into the game room looking for action. There I found 
a couple whispering conspiratorially in a corner. The 
guy was a successful though rather dull movie producer. 
The girl was deeply tanned and rolled her large brown 
eyes at me as I came in the door. It turned out that 
what they were plotting was where to smoke a joint, 
for this was shortly before pot was decriminalized in 
California. 

“This place is dead compared to last year,” Jo com- 
plained after introducing herself to me. “You know, a 
lot of people don’t come up here anymore because of 
the Bobbie Arnstein scandal. When it was at its worst 
Hef was literally counting heads. When you're in trou- 
ble that’s when you know who your friends are. Of 
course some people didn’t come because Hef didn’t 
want them to. But most were just scared for their own 
hides.” 

By this time Jo was directing all her remarks at me, 
ignoring the producer completely, accompanying her 
intense style of talk by waving her hands in my face 
and undulating her tall, slim body. I was bowled over 
by her. Here was the sort of assertive chick I liked! 

“Tm new here,” I cut in as Jo was about to launch 
off into a long anecdote, “Tell me, does much fucking 
go on here?” 

“What!” Jo convulsed with laughter. “No, there 
isn’t a lot of fucking going on here. In fact, it’s bloody 
boring,” she said, imitating my English accent. “Any- 
way, how about playing a game of pool? You know 
how to play, don’t you?” 
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“Yes, but not very well.” 

“Okay, I'll give you a lesson.” While Jo cleaned the 
table and I leaned on my cue, she told me she was the 
girlfriend of James Long. 

“Who’s he?” I asked. 

“Darling you must be kidding!” exclaimed Jo, look- 
ing up from the table with her riveting brown eyes. 
She completed her shot, smacking the black ball into 
the far pocket. “Actually I don’t blame you. He’s a 
has-been who never was,” she said, swaggering up to 
the rack to replace her cue, She turned dramatically, 
hands on her hips, her pelvis jutting out aggressively. 

“You know, it would be a whole load of fun if you 
came home with me.” She fingered her nose. “James’s 
out of town at the moment but he’ll be back later this 
evening. We’ve got something there that'll really turn 
you on.” 

“Okay, I’m game for just about anything,” I said, 
pleased she wasn’t going to bully me into more pool. 
I hate playing games that I lose. 

We left the property in Jo’s little Spitfire and headed 
east on Sunset to James’s house. 

“Have a go at this,” said Jo, holding a tiny spoonful 
of white powder to my nose. 

“What is it, coke?” I asked. 

“No. It’s legal. It’s called green. It’s a cat tranquil- 
izer. All you have to do is go to your vet and say your 
poor little pussy cat’s gotten very jumpy lately.” Seeing 
me hesitate she sniffed a spoonful up each nostril. 

“What’s it do for you?” I asked. 

“Makes you feel really sexy. C'mon. Try it. You'll 
see.” The green burned the back of my nostrils and 
Soon afterward I tasted something bitter in my throat, 
The effect was almost immediate. For a moment I pan- 
icked when a mist flowed in and clouded my mind, 
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Suddenly it was extremely difficult to think. I was just 
beginning to surrender myself to this dim, dreamy 
world when Jo jumped up. 

“James’s back!” she crowed. 

“Anybody home?” a voice called up the stairs. 

“We're up here, darling; I’ve got someone I want you 
to meet.” 

James must have been about sixty, but his youthful 
blond hair helped me recognize the heartthrob that had 
set the girls of my mother’s generation fainting in the 
stalls. His blue eyes twinkled when Jo proudly intro- 
duced him to me. There was no doubt about it. Though 
rather well-used, James’s face could still transmit a 
feeling of old-fashioned gallantry. He threw himself 
down by the fireplace. While he had a good look at me, 
Jo jumped around fixing drinks, rolling a joint, and 
passing around the green. 

“Thank God you’ve got a real fire—not one of those 
lazy American gas things that Hef has at the Mansion,” 
I said after we’d exchanged the usual pleasantries. 

“This one’s gas, too,” he replied with a laugh, turn- 
ing up the jets so the logs roared. I blushed. Sensing 
they had the advantage, Jo and James began trying to 
lure me into bed right away. Jo produced the bottle of 
green and shoved some more up my nose. It seemed 
only moments later that I was in their bedroom with 
James already under the sheets and Jo throwing off h 
clothes. 

“It’s two thirty already,” said Jo. “Why don’t youl 
stay the night?” Her dark eyes seemed to be swallowing 
me up. “It could be a whole lot of fun, you know.” 

Part of me was still debating, “Shall I or shan’t I?” 
when under Jo’s persuasive gaze I began to pull off my 
boots. Who can deny the magic of green? The sheets 
opened up and I snuggled up to Jo’s warm body. 
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With doses of green alternating with joints, the night 
passed in a haze. What I do remember was that James’s 
broad chest was covered with curly gray. hair and that 
his dick was rather shy. However, Jo, who swore I 
was the first girl shed ever fucked, kept screaming, 
“Oh, that’s so good, yowre the best!” whenever 
James managed to slip his lazy prick into her. He 
high point of the evening was a sadomasochistic game 
when I tied Jo’s ankles and wrists to the bedposts with 
silk ties. I called her names and threatened to whip her 
while James giggled. Jo pretended to be terrified, Any- 
way her little performance succeeded in getting him up 
at last. While he rammed his cock down her throat, I 
slid between her wide-open legs and sucked her pussy. ` 
There was no sleep that night. James had to be up at 
7:00 A.M. for a TV show so we fucked till dawn. I 
just don’t know how he made it into the studio that 
morning. 

I can’t believe I was the first girl Jo fucked. After 
our little threesome she kept ringing up anywhere be- 
tween midnight and 3:00 A.M. wanting me to come 
around right away. 

“Oh, Suze, if you can’t, don’t you know somebody 
who can?” she asked more than once, Clearly she had 
succumbed to the fate of the long-stay starfucker: pull- 
ing pussy for your star. 

The three of us did get together again several months 
later, after I had moved from the Mansion to a $150-a- 
month apartment on Sunset Strip. Once again it started 
at the Mansion. It was a Tuesday night. I’d been shoot- 
ing all day, and all I had intended to do was pay my 
respects to Hef, have a drink and go home. But no 
sooner had I walked through the front door than Jo 
appeared, kissed me, and dragged me off to the game 
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room before I’d even had a chance to say hello to the 
boss and his entourage sitting in the dining room. 

“Where’s Jo?” James later asked Hef. 

“Gone to the game room with Suze,” Percy told him. 

“That’s the last you'll see of her!” Hef joked. It 
soon dawned on me that Jo was playing a cock-teasing 
game with James rather than being horny for me. But 
I took her at face value, stripped and fondled her, 
admiring our bodies in the overhead mirror. Within a 
few minutes, however, James was knocking at the door. 

“Jo! Jo, are you in there?” he called out. I was about 
to answer when Jo stopped me, However that evening 
I had my little white Scottish terrier, Mr. Dog, with me. 
Those were the days before male dogs were banned from 
the Mansion because of their competitive pissing all 
over the house. When Mr. Dog started sniffing and 
growling under the door, I got the giggles. Still Jo 
wouldn’t answer. Since she was clearly more interested 
in playing games with James than with me, I lay back 
and jacked off to my reflection in the mirror. I’m such 
a narcissist that very soon I came and lay back satisfied, 
Meanwhile Jo nibbled at her long fingernails, wonder- 
ing what had happened to James. 

“He’s going to be mad and I don’t blame him,” I 
said pulling on my clothes. 

“Do you really think so?” Jo looked worried. 

“Come on. Let's get out of here before he disappears 
in a huff!” I opened the door. Mr. Dog, delighted to be 
on the move again, rushed out barking after squirting 
a little piss on the doorstep as we exited into the night. 

We were walking across the lawn toward the house 
when James came out through the front door, obviously 
on his way home. Mr. Dog iusheg up to him, barking 
with excitement, 
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“Where have you two been?” he asked, sounding de- 
spondent. “I’ve been looking for you all over the prop- 
erty and have even quizzed security.” 

“We were in the game house, fucking in the Red 
Room,” Jo volunteered immediately. 

“Then why the hell didn’t you let me in?” 

“We didn’t hear you. Were you there?” Jo fibbed. I 
started to feel embarrassed. I hate to be caught up in 
other people’s quarrels. 

“Oh, Christ, don’t be silly,” snapped James. “I heard 
the dog so I knew you two were in there.” I cleared my 
throat. H 

“Well, Pm just going inside to say hello to Hef,” I 
said, trying to get away. 

“No, Suze. Please don’t leave.” Jo grabbed my arm. 
“Come home with us instead.” 

“Yeah, come around,” said James, turning on the 
charm. Obviously my participation was essential if he 
was going to get it up that night. Talk about being a 
marital aid! 

“Look, I’ve just got to say hello to Hef and the 
gang,” I said, tearing myself loose from Jo’s grip and 
making for the door. She followed me, whispering 
urgently. 

“Come on, Suze, please help me get the Captain 
together. It won’t take long, I promise. You know how 
easy he is. You and I can get into each other while he 
watches and pretend to come quickly. Then I'll finish 
him off and you can go home.” 

“Jo, you're a heartless bastard!” I exclaimed, unable 
to stop myself from laughing. I was amazed at her 
audacity, but at the same time I appreciated what a lot 
of hard work girls like Jo had to do to keep their stars 
Sweet. 

Tm a pretty soft touch as far as sexual favors go, so I 
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never did get around to saying hi to Hef that night. The 
three of us left right away with me in my own car fol- 
lowing James’s old Rolls. At his house the routine was 
much the same as before except that it was speeded up 
and was less fun. This time it really was just an act to 
get the Captain up and off. I couldn’t wait to get out 
of there and never went back. 

I suppose it’s nearly every woman’s wish to ball 
Vane McLean. It certainly was mine when I first met 
him, sitting next to Annie on the ornate, high-backed 
bench just to the right of the front door as you enter 
the Mansion. It was shortly before the Sunday movie, 
two weeks after my arrival in L.A., and the entourage 
and visiting celebs were milling around the hall. I knew 
Vane was there because several girls had pointed him 
out to me in awed whispers, getting high off just being 
in the same room with him. When I caught Annic’s 
eye she called me over. 

“Suze, have you met Vane yet?” 

“No,” I said, thinking, Oh, boy, this is my cue! I 
gave him an alluring smile. “But Pd love to shoot you 
for Oui fucking eight chicks, Do you think you can 
handle that many, Vane?” 

“Suze is a photographer,” Annie explained laughing 
when Vane’s eyebrows hit the roof. 

“That sounds fine to me,” he said, doing that famous 
bit where he narrows his eyes and talks out of the back 
of his throat. “Eight just happens to be my lucky num- 
ber.” 

I was wearing a blue and white striped sundress that 
buttoned up the front and showed quite a lot of tit. 
After we'd flirted rather inanely for a while, the slit up 
the front of my dress gave Vane a burst of inspiration. 
He put on another of those irresistible looks. 
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“I bet you can’t play with yourself with all these 
people around,” he challenged me. 

“Simple,” I said, surveying the promenade with an 
innocent expression as I slipped a finger through the 
slit onto my clit, pretending that I was simply resting 
a hand on my lap. Always one to get turned on by the 
risk of making a public display of myself, I very gen- 
teelly jerked off, letting out low moans for Vane’s 
benefit. He was still cracking up at my antics when he 
dragged me off to the Jacuzzi. 

Vane in person has a captivating boyishness, rather 
like a younger brother. In spite of his screen image, 
for me he doesn’t have the macho I go for in a man. 
Still, he was appealing, and what girl is going to turn 
down Vane McLean? 

“Is there any other talent around?” he asked as we 
waded naked into the steaming water because he can’t 
see very far without his glasses. 

“Two girls in the middle pool,” I said, propping him 
against the poolside and getting to work. 

“Hey, Suze, that’s great but take it easy. I don’t 
want to come yet!” Vane hissed at me. 

A few moments later he came with a curse. But Vane 
hadn’t had enough by any means. Dragging me with 
him he headed for the pool where two Bunnies were 
fornicating in the foam. The tall blonde was lying back 
with the bubbling water cascading over her shoulders, 
tolling her head in ecstasy as her little elflike friend 
took gulps of air, submerged, and sucked her friend’s 
pussy. The elf jumped when Vane slid a hand up the 
inside of her thigh. Of course she recognized him im- 
mediately but played coy. 

“Who are you?” she asked, giving him a saucy look.. 

“Tm Vane and this is Suze,” he said in his soft 
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teasing purr. “And who do we have the pleasure of 
meeting?” > 

“Tm Jenny, this is Ullie,” said the elf, pointing at 
the blonde. Ullie stared at us vacantly, then sank back 
into the water closing her eyes and her legs. Though 
Vane and I toyed with the two little nymphs for a while, 
it soon became obvious that they weren’t going to play 
ball. So we left for the bathhouse, looking for new 
game, 

Lying stretched out on the cushions in the mirror 
room was Wanda, a plumpish, dark-eyed beauty from 
down South. Dressed like me in a bathrobe, Vane lay 
down beside her while I fetched a couple of Pepsis out 
of the fridge. 

“What's wrong, honey?” Vane said when the girl 
removed his hand from her bare bum. 

“Well, you’re with Suze and I don’t want to butt in,” 
she said coyly. 

“Don’t worry about me, darling,” I told her. “I’ve 
had more than enough already.” But Wanda continued 
to cock-tease like mad. What she was after was to get 
Vane to date her, to come to see her at her house so 
she could maybe get a romance going. But she lost her 
gamble, poor girl, and got neither dated nor fucked. 

Since Vane gets girls throwing themselves at him all 
the time, I would have thought he could have got any- 
one’s pants off within five minutes. But clearly the top 
starfuckers don’t operate that way. They want to prove 
they’re someone special, that Vane will actually date 
them, that he’ll maybe even take them somewhere they 
can be seen with him. Wanda threw back her long, 
thick black hair defiantly. 

“Well, if you won’t come and visit me at home you 
can’t have me,” she pouted. Vane and I laughed. 
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Over the next few months Vane phoned me several 
times, and we soon started talking dirty. I got the im- 
pression, supported by others who knew him, that he 
had a list of girls he phoned for sex talk when he had 
nothing better to do. 

“You give good phone, baby,” I told him. “But 
unless you let me take some photos of you, you can 
phone yourself.” All the same, I was flattered by his 
attention, and his phone calls inspired me to do a pinup 
pictorial called “Telephone Sex” which was later pub- 
lished in Oui magazine. 

Having had the opportunity to take quite a close look 
at most of the top male movie stars, it means some- 
thing when I say that John Jones, known to the world 
as Ace, has the most real-life sex appeal in Hollywood. 
Sports fans tell me that Ace was the greatest athlete 
America has ever seen, that he was a modern gladiator 
god. Because I was English I knew nothing about 
sports heroes. But from the moment I set eyes on Ace’s 
massive black body, his fierce, warrior’s face, the grace- 
ful way he moved his bulk around, his gentle moments 
when he looked like a huge, black cuddly pussycat, I 
knew that here was somebody, and like countless other 
young girls I fell in love. Surrounded as he was by little 
white starfuckers, Ace didn’t pay me the slightest atten- 
tion, so I adopted an attitude of, “That conceited nig- 
ger, I don’t go for his type at all.” 

One night I wore a green lace dress, so old that it 
kept falling apart, revealing more and more bare skin. 
As the evening progressed, for the first time Ace spoke 
to me. 

“Hey, baby, that’s a real nice dress,” he rumbled. He 
was holding court in the Mediterranean Room and Pd 
just walked in from the hall. “What’s that you’ve got 
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on underneath?” I spun around and gave him a quick 
flash, revealing that I was wearing nothing but a green 
garter belt and stockings. 

Ace didn’t approach me that night. But two days 
later, on celebrity Sunday, I was hanging around with 
a gaggle of girls who were trying to persuade him to 
take them to a nightclub called “The Candy Store.” 

“Can I come, too?” I asked. 

“Sure, honey, you’ve got a ride,” he answered laconi- 
cally. 

“Thanks, but I’ve got my own,” I said, an edge of 
pride in my voice. 

“Then all you have to do is follow.” Ace glided to 
his feet and gathered a blonde under each arm. I fol- 
lowed his beautiful brown Mercedes convertible in my 
old Ford Comet. 

I was wearing a very short, totally transparent che- 
mise tucked into my jeans so it looked like a blouse. I 
was pretty high by this time, and looking for action, 
namely Ace. So once inside The Candy Store I pulled 
down my jeans and asked the wardrobe girl to check 
them in. Her face fell. 

“You can’t go in dressed like that!” 

“Why not?” I asked innocently. 

“Because you're showing everything!” she shrieked, 
halfway between anger and laughter. 

“Isn’t that fun?” I countered. When she called the 
big fat bouncer, I struggled back into my jeans, smirk- 
ing at their uptightness, 

Dancing with Ace got me hot all over. So, hoping 
that he’d be the only one to notice, off came my jeans 
again. A few minutes of freedom and then in waded 
the bouncer. When Ace did no more than smile, I was 
forced to do my reverse strip once more. Still it was 
worth it. 
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When it got late and a couple of his black buddies 
had joined the party, Ace invited us all to his house. 

“Wanna come boogie at my place?” he asked me, 
giving me his slow, easy, I’m-king-of-the-world look. 

“Sure, we could dance a little more,” I said winking. 

Ace lives in an eagle’s nest at the top of the Holly- 
wood Hills. The house is large and empty. Ace told me 
he thought of having furniture once, but the decorator 
wanted to put in a lot of fancy shit, including a grand 
piano. 

“I told him to get his ass out of here,” Ace said. “I 
kinda like it empty. There’s room to move and mov- 
ing’s my thing, baby.” 

He did have a king-size bed, however, and that’s 
where we headed as soon as he’d got his friends settled. 

“I see you’ve fallen for a bit of English ass!” one of 
them joked as we went out the door, our arms around 
each other. 

“Yeah. This little whitey really wants it right now!” 
Ace flashed a boyish grin. 

By the time he closed the bedroom door, I was al- 
ready stripped down to my high heels. I lay back 
brazenly, one hand gripping the head of the brass bed- 
stead, holding my breath and wriggling my toes in an- 
ticipation. Ace kicked off his boots and slid out of his 
jeans and shirt. What a brute of a man he was! He had 
the widest, heaviest shoulders and the most powerful 
legs Pd ever seen. As he turned toward me in the dim 
light, his cock was an ebony spear pointing straight at 
me. The bed sagged when without a word he knelt 
between my widely spread legs. He supported himself 
on his arms and began to thrust himself into me. My 
pussy resisted, not yet wet enough to engulf his mas- 
sive size. To my secret satisfaction Ace took no notice, 
thrusting his way through the dry inner lips. 
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“Aaaw!” I moaned, clutching at his flanks with my 
hands and heels in an attempt to hold him still, to stop 
him driving his cock deeper with every lunge. I bit my 
bottom lip in an effort to surrender. But he held me 
down as I thrashed around, trying to escape the pain. 
And then suddenly I got beyond it, and love juice began 
to flow! Instead of trying to pull away, I lunged upward 
at him, angling my hips to welcome him all the way in. 

“You ready to come, girl?” Ace grunted. 

“TI try,” I whispered, beginning to frig myself with 
a finger. 

“Let’s make that a little easier for you,” said Ace, 
lowering his crushing weight and rolling over so that I 
was on top of him. “Now you do some of the work,” 
he commanded. 

So I straddled him, rose up on my knees so the head 
of his cock nuzzled against the outer lips of my pussy, 
then lowered myself slowly onto my high heels. For a 
time I kept the pace slow, enjoying the way my pussy 
sucked at his cock on the rise, the way he filled me to 
bursting as I sank down onto his massive, rock-hard 
thighs. Then I began to speed up the tempo, and Ace 
heaved under me until we both came with noisy howls 
which I’m sure raised more than eyebrows among the 
black dudes next door. 

I snuggled up in the warm cave of his right armpit, 
savoring the sweet smell of sweat my gladiator had 
spilled for me, and content for the first time in months, 
fell asleep. 

Like Hef, I hate being on my own, so when I moved 
out of the Mansion I just couldn’t keep away from Ace. 
Usually I called him. He was much too cool to bother, 
but I didn’t let that put me off. If I want someone I 
have to say so, even if it’s often a tactical error. 

I did my best to keep our affair secret at the Mansion 
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and Ace went along with my game. I didn’t want to 
flaunt our affair in front of his little band of blonde 
groupies, or mine host either. So we made a point of 
entering and leaving the house through different doors 
when we arrived or left together. 

Ace, my Mr. Macho, fucked me plenty but didn’t 
talk to me much. It took him weeks to discover that I 
was a photographer. Late one afternoon when I was 
shooting Inga by the poolside for her Playmate spread, 
Hef, fresh from bed, strode up in his silk dressing gown, 
watched Inga doing her sexy number with growing 
interest, and then whisked her off for a quick consulta- 
tion. Oh, the pleasure of power! 

Guessing that Inga would be gone for at least half an 
hour. I wandered down to the tennis court where I 
knew Ace was having a game. He was sitting at the 
little cluster of tables that overlook the court and back 
up to an outdoor bar. How black he looked in tennis 
whites! Next to him was Myra, one of his blonde ad- 
mirers. 

“Hi, there, Suze baby!” he called to me. “What’s bin 
happening with you!” Myra smiled sweetly. 

“Tm shooting at the moment,” I said. 

“Not dressed up like that you're not!” Ace indicated 
my rather scruffy, working-girl outfit. 

“But it doesn’t matter what I look like when I work,” 
I said, savoring the moment. 5 

Ace looked puzzled, his dark brown eyes wandering 
off to one side. 

“She’s the photographer, not the model,” Myra came 
in with a laugh, “She’s the one shooting Inga!” 

“Hey, mama, I didn’t know that!” Ace said, his voice 
singsong with surprise. “I knew you were into pictures 
for the magazine. But I always thought you were anoth- 
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er Playmate.”- After this incident Ace always proudly 
introduced me as a photographer. 

It seemed to me that Ace’s attitude to women was 
simple and straightforward. He loved them, he fucked 
them, but they were definitely second-class citizens, 
When he spoke about a little party at his place, for 
example, he’d say, “There were five or six of us there.” 
What he’d mean was that there’d been six guys there, 
The girls didn’t get counted. 

Ace was known to have a dangerous temper and 
several chicks have accused him of roughing them up. I 
must say I can sympathize with the abrupt way he 
handled Hollywood girls. Nearly all of them talk too 
much. They are often spoiled because they are pretty 
and used to getting away with it. But not with Ace. 
While he was courteous at the Mansion, on his own 
ground I often saw him give a girl a ferocious stare 
and with a frightening, throbbing tone in his voice 
say, “Shut up, little girl. You're talking bullshit!” 

Ace blew up at me only once, but that was enough. 
One night when I went to the Mansion alone, there 
was Ace with an attractive blonde in tow. 

“When you gonna bring me some pussy?” he said 
when the blonde went for a pee. “I ain’t had nothin’ 
good in a long time.” My lips trembled as we arranged 
to meet at his place after he’d got rid of the blonde. 

When I got there, warm with excitement, I dis- 
covered, much to my annoyance that Ace had taken 
the blonde to bed instead. 

“Come in and join us, baby,” said Ace. “You'll 
catch cold out there on your own.” Shit! Pd wanted 
Ace to myself! All the same, I jumped out of my 
clothes and, not wanting to antagonize the blonde, 
smiled sweetly at her over Ace’s hairy chest. It didn’t 
help. She made a long face and said she was feeling too 
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tired. In a flash he turned on her, her pale, slim body 
dwarfed by his bulk. 

“Suze’s here to fuck and that’s the way it gonna be. 
If you don’t like it, get upstairs!” When she did nothing 
but gape at him, frozen with fright, he roared at her. 
“Go on get out! Get your ass out of here!” I was out- 
raged. How could Ace speak to anyone like that? 

“Hey, look here, easy on,” I reprimanded him. “No 
need to shit on her just because she’s shy.” When the 
blonde fled he turned on me. 

“If that’s the way you feel you can just get dressed 
and get right out of my house!” 

I lay there for a while, looking at the ceiling. The 
situation was ridiculous. But Ace was breathing fast. I 
could sense that he was stiff with anger. Since this war 
of silence was getting me nowhere, I slipped back into 
my clothes and wandered nonchalantly into the kitchen 
to find the blonde poking around in the fridge. She let 
it all out right away. 

“Oh, he’s always like this,” she whined, ‘clearly on 
the point of tears. “It really scares me. I just can’t stand 
him bossing me around all the time. Why does he have 
to do it? I think I’m gonna have to split from this 
scene.” 

Hearing us talking about him in the kitchen Ace 
tumbled around, slamming doors and cursing. We 
quaked. Dressed by now in a colorful flowing kaftan, 
Ace appeared at the kitchen door, looking dangerous. 

“Suze, you’d better be out of this house by the time 
I get back!” he said, chin out, his brow furrowed in a 
threatening stare which would have had me wetting my 
pants if I'd had any on. He slammed the front door so 
hard the house shook. 

“Suppose I’d better be off then,” I said, heading for 
my bag. 
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“No, Suze, please don’t leave me!” the girl begged. 
“Tm terrified. I just don’t know what he'll do to me 
when he comes back.” 

So I sat and listened to her complain. “He’s always 
putting me down,” she went on, “making me feel really 
inferior. But sometimes I get back at him.” She smiled 
at the memory. “You should see how mad he gets when 
I call him ‘stupid nigger.’ ” 

“But that’s silly,” I said. “Why do you go so far to 
antagonize him? He’s giving you a roof over your head, 
shown you his hospitality, and all you can do is run 
him down. No wonder he gets mad! This women’s lib 
stuff is fine if you’re pulling your weight, paying your 
way,” I went on, knowing that Ace complained that the 
girl did nothing but sit on her skinny ass all day. “But 
if you're not, then I suggest you play the traditional 
female role and keep him sweet by cleaning up for 
him.” 

I was still there when Ace came back half an hour 
later, but his temper had cooled. When I poured him 
his favorite drink, Southern Comfort, he sweetened 
rapidly. His anger was replaced by a sad, brooding 
expression. I think he genuinely regretted letting that 
bad black cat out of its cage. 

Ace was always a pussycat with me, though, perhaps 
because I was always up front and honest even in my 
most provoking moments. When I arranged a fuck 
date with a Mansion couple whose marriage was on the 
rocks, I told him and he took it like a man. He didn’t 
like it but at least he knew, and that meant nobody 
could snigger at him behind his back. 

One weekend I took Inga up to Ace’s house to do 
some pictures and invited a couple of friends from the 
Mansion to join us there for lunch. We all got pretty 
high except for Ace and Inga, who had other things on 
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their minds. They were very attracted to each other, 
these two fine specimens of physical excellence, and 
soon disappeared upstairs, leaving me to make small 
talk with the leftovers of the party. 

I started to panic. This was terrible! I should never 
have put two people I cared for very much in such a 
dangerous position. What would happen if. Ace fucked 
Inga and Hef found out? And find out he most certainly 
would, because Eddy and Zelda, the two friends from 
the Mansion, would never be able to resist passing on 
such a juicy story. 

Motivated by anxiety, jealousy, and a lot of pot para- 
noia, I stormed upstairs into the bedroom where Ace 
and Inga were cuddling, fortunately still fully clothed. 

“Inga, get out of here immediately!” I ordered, 
flushed with fury. 

“Why? We ain’t doin’ nothin’ wrong,” drawled Ace, 
giggling and holding tightly onto Inga. 

“Yes, but you will; I know you, Ace! And what do 
you think will happen then? You'll be struck off the 
guest list and Inga will never be Playmate of the Year!” 
They continued to hug each other, giggling like a couple 
of naughty schoolkids as I jumped on the bed and 
began trying to force them apart. Ace, of course, is 
strong as a bull, but faced with me in a frenzy he gave 
way and rolled’ off the bed laughing. 

“There ain’t nothin’ like a jealous-crazed woman!” 
he remarked, smiling as he wiped the sweat from his 
forehead. 

“Yes, that’s it,” said Inga, standing up and straight- 
ening herself on her six-inch heels. “You're just jealous, 
Suze!” 

“No, I’m not. I’m just worried about you two,” I 
countered heatedly, shepherding them downstairs to 
rejoin the party. 
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Sure I was jealous, But also I was scared. The burden 
of chaperoning Inga lay very heavily on my shoulders 
for both professional and personal reasons. I knew how 
possessive Hef could be about his Playmates. And what 
would he think of me when he was told that Pd fed his 
favorite to a stud like Ace? One whisper from the Big 
Bunny and my career would be in ruins. And right then 
my career with Playboy meant everything to me. 


9 


The Mansion Game 


With its twenty-four-hour security service and TV- 
monitored gates, the Mansion is a private island in the 
middle of Los Angeles. How does one get regular 
invitations to this Space Age Shangri-la? The answer is 
that you have to be on one of three guest lists: the gang 
list, the Sunday list, or the fight list. 

The fight list is updated every time Hef screens a 
major boxing match on closed-circuit television at the 
cost of a mere twenty-five thousand dollars. It includes 
the name of almost every male celebrity in town, and 
Tve seen most of them turn up, from Paul Newman, 
Dustin Hoffman, and Clint Eastwood to L.A.’s Black 
mayor, Tom Bradley. 

The Sunday list includes a lot more girls. Up to a 
hundred celebrities are invited for a lavish buffet supper 
followed by a new movie which begins when Hef gives 
the say-so, usually precisely at eight. There you can 
expect to see just about any name in the film fan’s 
Who’s Who. But Manson prosecutor Vince Bugliosi, 
author of Helter Skelter, is also a Sunday regular, and 
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once I saw Hef hold up the movie for fifteen minutes - 


while he chatted by the poolside to Washington Post 
editor Ben Bradlee, the man behind the Watergate ex- 
posures, and his blonde roommate, reporter Sally 
Quinn. 

The gang list is made up of Hef’s closest buddies, 
people whom security have instructions to admit at any 
time, day or night. Also included are Warren Beatty, 
James Caan, Ryan O’Neal, Tony Curtis, and Tita 
Brown, stars whose friendship Hef has courted over 
the years. But although these famous names are on the 
gang list, they are visiting dignitaries rather than court- 
iers and are treated accordingly, For example, one 
Sunday night when the lights went up after the film, 
Percy Goldstein, a gang member whose eyes are every- 
where, called out: “Hey! The bookends!” Standing in 
the doorway were Warren Beatty and screenwriter Bob 
Towne who, as Percy’s comment shows, were often 
seen together. Immediately Hef leaped to his feet and 
walked over to them, 

“Gentlemen!” he exclaimed. “How nice to see you!” 
Treatment like this was never handed out to courtiers 
like Humphry and me. Some nights, for reasons I can’t 
fathom, Hef didn’t seem to recognize me at all. 

Since Inga and I stayed at the Mansion for a month 
after our arrival, our names automatically went onto the 
gang list. I loved my visit there—in fact like many 
girls, I didn’t want to leave—until one day Hef asked 
me how long Inga was staying. 

“She’s flying back to Norway at the weekend,” I said. 

“Good,” said Hef, “she’s been here long enough.” I 
took this as a hint and moved out the next day. But 
the Mansion continued to be the center of my social 
scene. I went up there whenever I didn’t have a date, 
which was often three or four times a week. 
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Long-staying Mansion guests tell me that though 
girls change all the time, the men on the guest list stay 
basically the same. Many of them have been part of 
Hef’s “family” for ten years or more and new additions 
are very rare indeed. However, right from the start I 
was determined to do the impossible: to get Humphry 
onto at least the Sunday list. 

After winding up our affairs in London: paying the 
bills and giving away the clothes I’d accumulated dur- 
ing my modeling years, Humphry finally arrived and, 
boy, was I pleased to see him! I moved out of my 
apartment on Sunset Strip and set about making a 
home for us up on a hill in an unfashionable part of 
east L.A. Still, it was our first house and it meant a lot. 

The Hollywood scene can be very lonely for a single 
girl. After you've done the rounds and fucked all the 
boys in town, the honeymoon is over. My relationship 
with Ace was basically sexual and I was beginning to 
crave love and understanding as well. Humphry offered 
me support, advice, and a deep interest in my career. 
He also gave me sexual freedom, something that I was 
beginning to: need less and less! I was also becoming 
increasingly dissatisfied with the status of being just 
one of the butterflies fluttering around at Mansion 
social functions. What was I doing giggling in corners 
with eighteen-year-olds? Having an impressive, intel- 
ligent young man on my arm would make a lot of 
difference. 

So Hef was just going to have to make an exception 
and let Humphry into the fold, I decided. No way was 
I going to continue gracing the Mansion with my pres- 
ence without him. 

But how was I to do it? Since the proportion of girls 
to guys at Hef’s gatherings is about three to one, there’s 
hardly a young beauty there who wouldn’t have pre- 
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ferred to have brought an escort. The Playboy Palace 
can be lonely and intimidating for a young girl all on 
her own. But of course the last thing the old stag wanted 
was young stags sniffing among his does. There seemed 
no chance of getting Humphry, a big, handsome, ambi- 
tious young buck if ever there was one, into the sultan’s 
harem, 

I had been waiting for the perfect occasion to intro- 
duce Humphry to Hef. I’d been sent an invitation for 
myself and a partner to the annual Bunny of the Year 
Pageant, which was to be followed by a gala postpa- 
geant party at the Mansion. When I rang up one of the 
Mansion secretaries for an extra ticket for a Bunny Pd 
been shooting, she told me to take the girl as my part- 
ner. 

“No way,” I said, “I’m taking my boyfriend!” 

“You can’t do that!” snapped the secretary, obvious- 
ly in a flap. “Hef doesn’t want the girls to bring boy- 
friends. We've got too many people on the list as it is.” 
By “the girls” she meant the girls in the entourage. I 
was furious. Rita, Playboy’s West Coast editor and 
very much my patron, reassured me. 

“Don’t take any notice. Just go ahead.” 

So we rented a black dress-suit for Humphry and set 
off for the Aquarius Theatre on Sunset Boulevard. Va- 
lets were parking the stream of Rolls-Royces and Cadil- 
lacs disgorging elegantly dressed guests. To avoid the 
embarrassment of joining this lineup in my “battered 
1962 Ford Comet, I parked it around the corner. 
Tarted up in my twenties black-bead dress with slits 
which revealed at every step that I wasn’t wearing pants, 


I walked to the Aquarius, commenting to Humphry that ` 


I hoped I wasn’t going to be picked up by the police 
for indecent exposure. At the entrance we ran into 
Rita getting out of a white Mercedes. We walked in to- 
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gether and the secretary I’'d spoken to came bustling to- 
ward me. 

“Suze! I told you Hef doesn’t want the girls to bring 
boyfriends!” 

“Forget you ever spoke to me,” I said loftily, es- 
corting Humphry up the stairs to the bar. We'd just got 
hold of a couple of gin and tonics when the huge black 
figure of Ace loomed out of the crowd. 

“Humphry, this is Ace,” I said. 

“Hello,” said Humphry. “I’ve heard a lot of good 
things about you.” 

“Sure they ain’t true. It’s jus’ that Suze is a good 
sport,” said Ace, rocking on the balls of his feet like 
a prizefighter. At this point heads began to turn. And 
there, coming up the stairs toward us was Hef with 
Tammy on his arm and the entourage following behind. 
To my astonishment I saw Alexander Wallace carrying 
a briefcase half a step behind Hef. I hadn’t known he 
was in town. What a break! I waved, flashed my skirts 
at him, and threw my arms around his neck. 

“You know Suze, don’t you?” Alexander said to Hef. 

“Of course,” said Hef, wagging his head. 

“Well this is Humphry Knipe, author of The Domi- 
nant Man. I asked Suze to give you a copy. Did you 
get one?” 

“I gave you one in Chicago,” I broke in. 

“Did you? Mm, hmm. Well I must have . . .” Hef 
obviously hadn’t read the book and appeared to have 
only the dimmest memory of ever having seen it, al- 
though Pd seen it prominently placed on his bedside 
table. 

“You should: read it,” Alexander went on, looking 
around to see: who was where. “It’s got a lot of good 
tips for executives.” 


172 SUZE 


“So what are you doing over here?” Hef asked 
Humphry. 

“Writing a book about one of your photographers.” 

“That’s interesting, which one?” 

“That one,” Humphry said, indicating me. 

“Couldn’t have made a better choice,” said Hef, 
tolling his head. “They always say a writer’s got to get 
into his subject!” Humphry laughed energetically, tact- 
fully letting Hef slip away to do a round of handshakes. 

“Is that your overnight case?” I asked Alexander, 
pointing at the briefcase. 

“No, it’s Hef's makeup. Im just here to carry his 
bag.” 

I couldn’t believe my luck. There I’d been wracking 
my brains for some way to introduce Humphry to Hef 
and out of the blue Alexander did it for me! Rita had 
been trying for some time to get permission to take her 
boyfriend to the Mansion on Sundays but had failed. 
However, with that introduction from Alexander, who 
from the start had been one of my most generous pa- 
trons, I felt that the gods had once more stepped in on 
my side. 

For me the party at the Mansion was a constellation 
of famous faces flashing in a haze of booze. When 
hometime finally came around Alexander was there. 

“Will we see you Sunday?” he said, for it was by 
now the early hours of Saturday morning and he 
planned to stay in town over the weekend. 

“Oh, I don’t know. Humphry’s not on the guest list 
and I don’t like to come without him.” 

“TIl see to that,” said Alexander, immediately going 
up to one of the secretaries and putting him down as 
his guest. We waited on the doorstep for the valets to 
retrieve my old Comet which at 325 bucks takes the 


SUZE 173 


prize for the cheapest car ever to make it onto the 
property. Rolls-Royces and Mercedes are parked in 
the courtyard, cars of lesser breeds through the arch 
in the service quarters, and my wreck in the street, as 
I often had the occasion to joke with the valets. 

From the start of his campaign to get himself onto 
the Mansion guest list, Humphry told me he relied on 
his knowledge of pecking order behavior. 

It sounded great in theory but that very first Sunday 
Humphry, who’s not actually very talented at being sub- 
ordinate, inadvertently startled Hef. He ran into him 
on the grounds and hard pressed for a witty remark, he 
asked Hef, “Are you going to have a Jacuzzi later?” 
Now this is the question that Hef pops to the girls he’s 
aiming to pull. 

“I don’t think I'll be having one this evening,” Hef 
answered, playing his courtly role, “But several of the 
guests usually do.” A few minutes later Hef collared 
me. “Tell me, what’s with this boyfriend of yours? Is he 
a faggot or something?” he joked. “He’s trying to get 
me to go have a Jacuzzi with him!” Hastily I reassured 
Hef that he was in no danger. 

As Humphry’s experience proved, it’s much more 
difficult for a guy to play the Mansion game than for a 
girl, particularly if he neither plays backgammon nor 
pulls talent for the boss. Humphry often complained to 
me that for the first few months every visit was an or- 
deal, that he used to break out in a cold sweat every 
time Hef condescended to exchange remarks with him. 

“Tve been ignored, cold-shouldered, and cut off 
more times by the entourage during a single night at 
the Mansion than the rest of my life put together,” he 
told me more than once. And I can’t say I helped him 
a great deal. The few new couples invited up on Sun- 
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days I’ve noticed, tend to stick together like leeches. 
But from the start Humphry was forced to take on the 
perils of the Mansion alone. 

His main problem was that he was a guy from the 
South African bush who’d spent most of the last six 
years in the British Museum library writing books, 
What did he know about movies and movie stars, the 
staple diet of Mansion conversation? He was like some- 
one from another planet. In fact one night Annie, Hef’s 
social secretary, summed it up very well when someone 
asked Humphry what sort of job he did. 

“He’s in the field,” she cut in. 

“Annie, what on earth do you mean by that?” Hum- 
phry asked with a laugh. 


“You know exactly what I mean!” she said, looking- 


over her shoulder. Later Humphry explained to me 
that when an anthropologist is living with a tribe to 
study it, he’s described as being “in the field.” 

For me it was easier. I’d got ten out of ten for dis- 
covering Inga. Whenever I photographed a girl with 
enough style, Pd take her as my guest. Then if Hef 
liked the look of her, he’d stand chatting to us, and 
being seen talking with the boss would win more 
points. Another ploy I used, perhaps too much, was 
lifting my skirts to shock people, an appalling habit 
which won me the reputation of being the Hollywood 
flasher. Ample cleavage was the daily diet at the Man- 
sion. But a quick pussy flash never failed to cause a 
stir, and I felt I owed it to Hef never to wear panties 
on Mansion nights. 

My most wildly applauded flashing dance took place 
one Friday night in September, in any case the hot sea- 
son in Southern California, seven months after our ar- 
rival and my confrontation with the peacock. The oc- 
casion was a gala party at the Playboy Mansion. I was 
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wearing a short, white, low-cut dress with a fringed 
hem. Hef was receiving his guests at the door. To my 
delight Alexander Wallace was by his side. Alexander 
hugged and kissed me, glad to see an ally. 

The great marble-floored hall was beginning to fill 
with stars, starlets and unescorted lovelies, the special 
attraction of Playboy parties. James Caan was there 
with his brother Ronnie, Ryan O'Neal looked like a 
Greek god. Warren Beatty prowled around. 

I was too stoned to eat so I wandered from group 
to group, jollying people along. 

“Look at her, she’s got no taste!” whispered Rita, 
my photo editor, indicating a girl with skimpy shorts 
who was falling out of her top. “How did she get in 
here?” 

“Who is she?” I asked. 

“Oh, her name’s Sylvia. She’s just another starlet. 
She can’t resist stripping and making a spectacle of 
herself.” 

“Sounds like a good reason to invite her,” I laughed 
and moved on. 

The party warmed up. People stood around the 
dance floor watching scantily clad Sylvia outshining 
everybody else, That for me was like a red rag to a 
bull. In answer to an uncontrollable impulse, I dragged 
a partner into the dance. At first I took it slowly, im- 
mersing myself in the rhythm until the world faded 
away and I flew where my feet took me. It seemed that 
the band was playing only to me. Soon Sylvia had been 
danced off the floor, I was all alone, the audience had 
formed a tight, clapping circle around me. I’d won the 
center of attention. As a rush of power hit me, I began 
lifting the front of my skirt, flashing my naked pussy 
in all those famous faces. They loved it and I loved it. 
I danced as never before or since, carried away by the 
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crowd’s enthusiasm. Sure it was me in the middle. But 
I felt I was everybody and everybody was me. 1 was 
the spirit of the party, a gift from the gods. What I do 
remember is that Ronnie Caan, carried away by my 
spectacle, danced into the center of the ring with his 
pants around his ankles, mooning the crowd which 
roared with delight as I flashed mockingly at his pink 
ass. He was the only one to join me. When I caught 
sight of Hef standing by the stairs, astonished but over- 
joyed, I tried to drag him into the magic circle. 

“Oh, no you don’t!” he laughed, wriggling out of my 
grasp. 

Nothing like my appalling behavior had ever been 
seen at the Mansion. Had I gone too far or just far 
enough? Rita was convinced I’d gone over the top. Im- 
mediately afterward she collared Humphry. 

“I didn’t know where to look when Suze was carry- 
ing on just now! I really would appreciate it if you 
could tell her to cool it. She’s letting down the photo 
department, you know.” 

But Hef, her boss, was delighted. He’d had orgies 
enough to satiate a sultan, but he’d never seen a girl 
brazenly flashing an audience of celebrities and getting 
away with it. 

The party was such a hit that two weeks later Hef 
threw another one. Early in the evening he approached 
Humphry. 

“We very much hope your lady is going to do her 
little number for us again tonight,” he said in his 
courtly way. 

“If she doesn’t, I’m sure there are girls who’re lining 
up to do it,” Humphry replied diplomatically. He'd 
picked up that .the party wasn’t going to get off the 
ground and that therefore neither would my skirt. 

“My flashing dance is an expression of the spirit of 
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the party,” I explained when asked why I'd chickened 
out of my act. “It only works if the spirit is there, If it 
isn’t, my show would fall flat on its face. The sublime 
and the ridiculous are too close.” 

But while doing my special version of the Charles- 
ton that September night, every now and then flashing 
a sexual lightning bolt, for perhaps five minutes I felt 
I was at the center of the world. Eclipsed stars stared, 
beauties gawked, caught off balance between delight 
and disapproval. Tongues froze, feet stopped. I was all 
the girls who’d ever danced on a table. I was the rein- 
carnation of Marilyn Monroe. I was a fantasy of sex 
and success come true. I was sexess. 

By staying in the background, by exercising his great 
talent for diplomacy, by steering clear of the beautiful 
young sirens who are such a famous feature of Mansion 
parties, and as a result of a lot of lobbying on my part, 
Humphry was soon promoted to the rank of a Celebrity 
Sunday regular. Several months later, to my delight, I 
discovered that he’d also made it onto the gang list. 
After that we went to court several times a week. A 
year and several hundred visits later we began to get 
an insider’s picture of the Mansion game. 

At first our interest was sharpened by our fear that 
every visit to this fascinating household would be our 
last. Always I felt the pressure to perform, to shock, 
and amaze. Also present was the fear of going too far. 
Never quite sure whether Id been appealing or ap- 
palling, on the way home from an evening at the Man- 
sion I often wondered if Pd blown it, if Pd ever be in- 
vited back. Then, toward the beginning of the week, a 
secretary would ring up and tell us what movies were 
scheduled for Wednesday, Friday, and Sunday. A sigh 

of relief. A renewed determination to polish my act. 

As part of our tribute to the king, gang members like 
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us were encouraged to bring friends, as long as they 
were young and pretty. Taking up an ugly girl was 
considered a goof, particularly if Hef snapped at a sec- 
retary, as he occasionally did, “How the hell did that 
get in here?” Warned by several girls who’d got a flea 
in the ear from secretaries for bringing up a “dawg,” I 
was careful to take up only the models I was shooting 
for Playboy or Oui. But such was the press of people 
asking me to arrange invitations for them that I found 
saying no was a frequent embarrassment. 

It’s difficult to get onto the weekly guest lists and 
it’s easy to get struck off. Men get blacklisted for being 
too pushy, for not paying their backgammon debts, or 
for muscling in on girls. These rules are unspoken and 
virtually unbroken, But it doesn’t take long to notice 
that on gang nights only really big stars are allowed to 
play with Hef’s nymphets. 

As far as I know it’s only happened once, but the 
quickest way for a girl to be blacked is to fuck a butler. 
This is what happened to crazy Queenie, admittedly an 
exceptional case in every way. 

I first laid eyes on Queenie one weekday evening. 
Bernie Cornfeld, then still a court favorite, turned up 
to play backgammon, trailing the usual gaggle of girls, 
Always on the lookout for new models, I immediately 
zeroed in on the only pretty girl in the pack, a blonde 
with a turned-up nose and nicely rounded rump. I was 
sitting at Hef’s feet in the backgammon room when he 
bent over and pointed at her. 

“She’s just made an eight-millimeter flick,” he told 
me. “She showed it to me last night. It really was quite 
good. She’s a natural.” 

“Thanks, that’s really interesting,” I said. I went 
over to the girl immediately. 

“Hi, Pm Suze, a Playboy photographer,” I said. 
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“Hi, Pm Queenie,” she replied, giving me coquettish 
looks out of the corners of her eyes. 

“I hear you’re a rising young porno star.” 

“How did you know?” Queenie laughed and tossed 
her mane of hair. “Anyway, J didn’t do anything. She 
did all the porno parts.” Queenie pointed at her rather 
plain friend, Janet. “I played the part of a cameragirl 
in stockings filming two chicks making it together.” 

“Then she got so excited she joined in,” volunteered 
Janet. 

“How about doing some pictures with me?” I asked. 

“Okay, doll, anytime. What ya got in mind?” asked 
Queenie. Nudge, wink. 

“Just a bit of affectionate fun,” I told her. 

At the time Queenie was living with a producer who 
was brave enough to allow her to drive his white Rolls 
around town. This she invariably passed off as her own. 
A few weeks after our first meeting he was out of town 
so I arranged to do some test pictures of Queenie at 
his house. 

“Hi, honey, have some of this,” Queenie said, push- 
ing a joint to my lips as I struggled in, loaded down 
with photographic gear. 

“No, thanks, I never smoke when I shoot. I get too 
confused.” 

“Go on, try some. It ain’t grass. It’s angel dust.” 

“What’s angel dust?” 

“Elephant tranquilizer,” sniggered Janet. 

“No, it’s not, it’s really cool. Just makes you kinda 
dreamy, you know, tra-la!” said Queenie, who was 
stumbling around the room. “Has anyone got a tissue 
for me? Do you like my house?” she asked after blow- 
ing her nose. 

“Fantastic, but isn’t it your boyfriend’s?” 

“Yes, but it’s mine when he’s not here. He lets me 
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have everything and I don’t even have to fuck him! 
He’s gotta be a fag. He just wants to be seen with me,” 
she sneered, : 

“Does he mind if you fuck other people?” 

“Oh, yes! He’s terribly jealous, even of other girls. 
So I’ve gotta be careful. I’m very sexy you know, so 
Pve got to get it somewhere. In fact Hef gives it to me 
real good but he doesn’t know, so don’t tell, Oh, how 
sexy it is living dangerously!” 

True, living dangerously does give you a rush but 
sooner or later you’ve got to fall. 

“What’s this I’ve just heard about being blacklisted 
because you fucked a butler?” I asked. 

“Hey! How did you hear about that?” 

“A secretary told me. Fucking Hef behind your boy- 
friend’s back is one thing. But you’ve got to be bananas 
to fuck a butler behind Hef’s back!” 

“I said I didn’t do it, and that’s what I’m sticking 
to,” Queenie pouted defiantly. 

“Well, Jerry was a pretty pushy butler anyway and 
he had the boot coming his way sooner or later.” 

“Oh, Suze, I feel so terrible!” Queenie wailed, sud- 
denly overcome with remorse. “He lost his job all be- 
cause of me.” 

“Come clean, Queenie. Did you seduce him in the 
shower?” 

“No, we only had a little joint. Well, really what 
happened was that I was supposed to meet Hef in his 
bedroom so I went to the bathhouse to wash up, you 
know. I ordered some chocolate chip cookies from 
Jerry on the way and he brought them out to me. He’s 
so good-looking with all that blonde hair I just couldn’t 
resist him. The only problem was that Hef was waiting 
for me in his bedroom and had everybody running 
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around looking for me. That’s how the security guys 
found us.” 

“Fucking the butler when you’re booked for the 
boss!” I exclaimed, by this time howling with laughter, 
“No wonder Hef was furious!” 

“But I couldn’t help it, Suze! He was so pretty and I 
was so stoned, Come in Mars!” Queenie paused for 
thought. 

“But how did security find you two?” I persisted. 

“I dunno, they just did.” 

“One of the secretaries told me the security guys saw 
you two perform on a TV camera that’s hidden in the 
bathhouse. But I’ve checked out all the rooms thor- 
oughly and I’m sure that’s bullshit.” 

“Of course, darling,” said Queenie, falling into a 
chair. “All they did was put their ears to the keyhole 
and hear us coming!” 


10 


Pussy Power 


Slowly and sensually I ran both hands over my naked 
body, stroking my breasts suggestively as I examined 
myself in the nine-foot mirror propped up behind my 
camera. I could see I was looking good as I licked my 
glossy lips provocatively, -my hip thrust out into a 
graceful curve. With my hip still cocked, I inclined my 
shoulders away from the camera and the main sidelight 
so that a soft shadow molded my breasts. My face, 
straight on to the camera, was brilliantly illuminated, 
which smoothed away the wear and tear of the long 
struggle to get where I now was: achieving the ultimate 
in narcissism by photographing myself for Playboy. 

“How’s this look, Rita?” I called to my boss, who 
was helping me direct myself. 

“Great, Suze! Just great!” I relaxed and then slid 
back into the pose, arching my back, bending one knee 
inward, pushing my breasts together with the insides of 
my arms as my hands reached downwards toward my 
crotch. 

“Ohhhh!” I murmured through pouting lips as I 
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pressed the button at the end of the long cable release 
that connected me to the camera. Pop! went the strobe 
flash as the camera’s’ shutter, peephole of the world, 
opened to immortalize the moment on film. 

What a trip! No wonder my palms were damp with 
excitement. Here I was displaying all my charms for 
the titillation of Playboy’s millions of one-armed read- 
ers. It was my proudest moment: I was both artist and 
model, Although my expectations had always been 
high, I had never thought of myself as a Playboy girl. 
My figure was okay and my face could be fantastic. But 
it would take an ingenious photographer to turn me 
into the doe-eyed, delectable Playmate type and there 
I was staking my professional reputation on doing just 
that! 

I'd almost forgotten what an exhausting physical 
workout modeling is, especially nude modeling where 
the body had to be trim, creaseless, and blemish-free 
so that it could be admired in all its “natural” perfec- 
tion. I ached for days afterward from the stretching I 
had to do to eliminate all suggestion of flab. 

One of the sexiest poses I did was to perch on the 
edge of a big, black sculptured hand which had its 
middle finger pointing upward in a rude gesture. I had 
one foot on the ground and the other next to me on 
the palm of the hand with my knee pointing at the 
ceiling and my bottom raised slightly. Quite a crotch 
shot, quite a strain! 

“Burt, bring the light more to the side so that my 
knee casts a shadow over my pussy,” I instructed the 
studio assistant who was being more than usually help- 
ful due to Rita’s presence. It took a bit of fiddling to 
make the lighting change. But, old pro that I was, I 
held the agonizing pose. Eventually Burt hit upon the 
brilliant idea of placing a piece of tinfoil behind me so 
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that the light passed under my ass and rimmed my 
pussy, emphasizing the round globes of my ass. 

“Great work, Burt!” I congratulated him and tensed 
myself for what had to look like a relaxed, sexy, come- 
on. . 

Flash! I got back into the rhythm of pressing the 
button on the cable release which operated the motor 
drive attached to the camera and enabled me to shoot 
thirty-six exposures without going anywhere near the 
camera. 

“Great! Just great!” Rita enthused. “Yowre a fan- 
tastic model, Suze! Just watch your hand positions!” I 
followed her direction but didn’t allow it to distract me 
from the thrill of my media masturbation, always 
changing my expression and pose slightly, building up 
to that perfect shot. 

“We've got it!” announced Rita at the end of the 
roll. And we did. We’d all worked hard and in two 
days finished the layout which was later published in 
the May 1976 edition of Playboy under the title “Pic- 
turing Herself.” It was my quickest shooting for Play- 
boy ever, at least partly because of the perfect rapport 
between model and photographer! 

Although flattered that I had done a first for the 
magazine, I was careful to give all the credit to my boss 
and Burt, her studio assistant. Those were the early 
days of my career with Playboy and I often found my- 
self going further than I wanted to in flattering those 
above me in the hierarchy. Some might call it kissing 
ass, but because of my insecure position it came only 
too easily. But as my confidence in my photography 
grew, so did my self-assurance. This process was to 
set me on a collision course with Rita, who couldn’t 
tolerate insubordination. 

My self-portrait session, nine floors above the Sun- 
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set Strip, was a very different scene from those barren 
three weeks in Chicago when I was desperately trying 
to get myself an assignment, any assignment, for Play- 
boy. But I hadn’t got anywhere with my cover ideas and 
the only suggestion that caught on was my gimmick: a 
pretty girl takes pinup pictures of a pretty model. Of 
course, back in Chicago Pd tried to persuade Ted Kru- 
ger, Playboy’s photo editor, to let me shoot myself, 
but he’d laughed at the idea. Instead he gave Lionel 
Tart the job, much to my dismay. 

Sitting me down in his office Lionel explained his 
conception of the proposed pictorial on me. 

“Pve got a really sexy little model lined up,” he told 
me. “Her name’s Yvette and I’m testing her for Play- 
mate. Now just picture the scene!” Lionel’s eyes glinted 
with enthusiasm. “There you are supposedly shooting 
her while she gradually pulls off your clothes!” I 
looked at him in disbelief. 

“No ...Ican’t... I don’t think that’s a realistic 
idea,” I blustered. “It'll make me look like a real dum- 
my with no control over the situation. I want to be 
portrayed as a photographer, not as some dumb model 
with a camera in one hand and a tit in the other!” With 
this broadside I rushed off to Ted Kruger to complain. 

Ted listened patiently and then sweet-talked me into 
giving Lionel’s idea a try. 

“It seems quite a fun concept to me,” he said. “And 
we can also run a few pictures of Yvette by you along- 
side. Try it out this afternoon. If you don’t think it’s 
working, we won’t use the pictures.” 

Reluctantly I said okay. There seemed to be no 
other option open to me. This was perhaps the only 
opportunity I'd ever get to work for Playboy. 

Lionel arranged the shooting for 2:00 P.M. that 
afternoon. My first problem was the eternal one: what 
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to wear? I didn’t own any trendy photographer’s out- 
fits. Perhaps I should wear a skirt? But then I couldn’t 
rely on Lionel to shoot my legs sympathetically. What 
a fuck-up! I was being pushed into being just another 
model, a bridge I thought Pd crossed a long time ago. 

Yvette was slim and sexy and rolled around the big 
bed, totally uninhibited. Meanwhile, I was instructed 
to stand on the bed over her, in imitation of that fa- 
mous scene in the movie. Blow Up, while she tried to 
pull down my jeans. Eventually she stripped me down 
to the bra and panties, supplied by the props depart- 
ment because I didn’t have any of my own. Even © 
though I was far too close to Yvette to get a picture, 
Lionel instructed me to keep shooting away with my 
empty camera. God, I did feel a fool! What made 
matters worse was that Lionel was full of praise for 
Yvette while he only sent me curt comments like: 
“Keep in your stomach, Suze, would you?” This little 
man was really giving me the creeps, making me about 
as loose as a maiden aunt with piles. Like most people, 
Lionel had assumed that I was a raving dyke and that 
the sight of Yvette’s body would have me swarming all 
over her, giving his camera a great eyeful. Fat chance! 
With quite uncharacteristic prudishness I kept on both 
my bra and pants. My mother would have been proud 
of me! But Ted Kruger wasn’t impressed and Lionel’s 
idea was quietly dropped. 

Thank God all that was in the past as we examined 
the transparencies of my self-portrait session down in 
L.A. the day after the shooting. . 

“That’ll show them in Chicago!” said Rita trium- 
phantly. 

“Yea, wait until Lionel sees them!” I crowed. There 
was a spirit of healthy competition between the two 
Playboy photo departments, luckily for me. It was a 
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great relief to have a woman in charge, a woman who 
took me under her wing, who taught me how to shoot 
pinups, who enjoyed having a good laugh in all those 
male chauvinist faces! 

-And what a woman Rita was: a tiny dynamo of 
energy with large, gray, unnerving eyes and a powerful 
voice that made even the bravest men cower. I loved 
her as long as she was kind to me, and she loved me as 
long as I treated her like supermom. During the 
grueling period when I was doing my Playmate shoot- 
ing of Inga, she pointed out my mistakes with great 
kindness and patience, always encouraging me to try 
again. But then I was pretty, I was fun, and I was 
extremely subordinate. Also, in succeeding with me 
where others hadn’t even bothered to try, she was able 
to claim the applause she craved. Rita could never be 
flattered enough, I discovered, and flattering her came 
naturally at that time. I didn’t have any credit, I didn’t 
have any contacts, and I didn’t have any money. So 
Playboy and therefore, Rita, were essential if I was 
going to succeed in my struggle to establish myself in 
my new home, America. 

One of my first problems as a female photographer 
was assuming the voice of authority, especially with 
young male assistants like Burt. Rita almost invariably 
assigned Burt to work with me because he was a wizard 
at lighting. Unfortunately he adopted a rancorous atti- 
tude toward me. He resented having to assist this silly 
English chick who didn’t know her ass from her elbow 
as far as photography was concerned. Why wasn’t he 
taking the pictures? His attitude was understandable 
enough, but as he was to learn later, there’s a lot more 
to taking sexy pictures than knowing how to set up 
the lighting. 

It wasn’t easy to ignore Burt’s hostile attitude, which 
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sometimes went as far as him sitting on the floor, 
refusing to reload my camera while he made sarcastic 
remarks under his breath. But during my early days 
down in L.A. I had no choice but to smile bravely and 
with a combination of teasing and coaxing get him to 
do what I wanted. Eventually I couldn’t take it any 
more and let rip at him. 

“If you don’t want to work with me get the hell out 
of here!” I bellowed. To my delight my blast cleared 
the air and from then on I had no dominance problems 
with Burt. 

Maybe, I theorized, this was a lesson that Rita had 
learned in her early days as an editor: that for a woman 
to make an impression in a man’s world she had to 
push that much harder. Perhaps that was why she ruled 
her office with a rod of iron, why she was able to pro- 
duce such a high standard of work from her studio, 
But there was unfortunately also a negative side to dic- 
tatorship. Nobody dared to disagree with her. Fortu- 
nately, Rita was so bright and energetic that she came 
up with enough ideas to keep everyone busy, and her 
select band of employees was generally content to func- 
tion as her creative extensions. 

However, I’ve never been able to keep out of trou- 
ble for long. 

Pll never forget the first day Rita let rip at me. I 
nearly passed out with fright. What made it worse was 
that Rita’s tongue-lashing took place in front of two of 
her senior photographers: Bill Harris and Peter Gibson. 
Pd pranced into the studio with a shooting I’d done for 
Playboy’s annual Best Bunnies pictorial, a shooting I 
was rather pleased with. Rita, obviously not in a good 
mood, did no more than glance at the transparency 
sheets before she exploded. 

“Oh, Suze!” she yelled at me in a voice sharp enough 
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to crack glassware. “This is a disaster! There isn’t 
enough light in the model’s eyes. These pictures won’t 
reproduce. They’re completely useless! Didn’t you look 
at your Polaroids? If you did you would have seen the 
eyes are like black holes. Oh, dear, you don’t seem to 
have learned a thing! I must say I really am disap- 
pointed in you. You realize, don’t you, that we’re 
going to have to bring the girl back from San Fran- 
cisco for a reshoot?” 

I backed out of the room stunned by her tirade. 
Rita’s complaints were reasonable enough. It was her 
fury which sent me reeling. Bill Harris followed me. 

“Don’t take it too hard, Suze,” he said as soon as we 
were out of earshot. “You know you can’t expect to be 
pet of the month forever. We all have to take turns in 
the dog box.” 

I'd learned a lesson that day: that the hand that feeds 
you can just as easily give you a thick ear. And I 
never felt the same way about Rita again. 

All the same the gods, and Rita, continued to smile 
on me. My layout and cover on Inga were a success— 
with everyone, that is, except Hef who said I hadn’t 
done enough head shots. Rita assigned me to shoot'the 
September Playmate because the girl didn’t want to be 
shot by a male. Rita also gave me a lot of small assign- 
ments such as the April Playboy cover, several Play- 
mate tests and Sex Star shootings. I also did a number 
of pinup layouts for Oui which Rita had nothing to do 
with. 

Gradually I became a master (or rather, the mis- 
tress) of pinup photography. I learned to recognize the 
sort of girl who turned Hef on, who despite what peo- 
ple said, continued to take a very active interest in which 
girls starred in his magazine. You had to hand it to 
him. He still had his eye in when it came to what made 
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a girl sexy. Although experienced models like Inga 
sometimes made Playmate, that was more the excep- 
tion than the rule. Professional models were usually 
too bony, too camera-conscious, and too posy. Hef 
fought hard for the fresh, natural, girl-next-door look. 
For the average man, submissiveness, not sophistica- 
tion, is the key to sexual arousal, and no amount of 
women’s lib is going to change that! 

As Playboy’s only female photographer I was 
tops when it came to discovering potential Playmates. 
Girls didn’t take fright when I approached them with 
the proposition of stripping for my camera. Some said 
yes, some said no, others wrote in sending photographs 
their boyfriends had taken, called up for an interview 
or were put forward by someone keen to collect the 
$1,000 fee Playboy paid the person who discovered a 
new Playmate. A very thorough nude test was done on 
every girl before the final decision was made on whether 
or not to shoot her for Playmate. Even then the girl 
couldn’t be certain of publication until Hef okayed her 
centerfold. It was a pretty long road from discovery to 
delivery for all those involved. 

As the months passed and my confidence grew, it 
became increasingly difficult to take the sharp edge of 
Rita’s tongue. The other photographers would stoically 
put up with scoldings from the headmistress, but it 
became increasingly difficult for me to back down. 
Perhaps that was because I was a woman like Rita and 
just as stubborn and volatile. 

When Rita put you in the dog box, she made a point 
of ignoring you while petting and praising your com- 
petitors. My colleagues patiently sat out these dark 
times, but my patience was beginning to desert me. 
Finally, during one of the periods when I was the one 
to get the deep-freeze treatment, I couldn’t stop myself 
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fighting back. I walked into Rita’s office and when I 
saw she wasn’t there I stood waiting for her, knowing 
she must be in the bathroom. As the minutes passed I 
grew bored and began flicking through the sheets of 
transparencies on her desk. There, to my astonishment, 
I discovered a rather unflattering shooting on Inga, by 
Rita’s pet photographer, Peter Gibson. Just at that 
point Rita stormed in. 

“What are you doing in my office?” she demanded 
imperiously. “All the photographers have to make ap- 
pointments to see me. I just can’t have you walking in 
here and poking your nose into my work!” 

“I know, I know, Rita! But you’re avoiding me. This 
is the only way I can get to see you and it’s just as well! 
Why did you give Peter this shooting on Inga? She’s 
my girl, you know, and Peter doesn’t even like her. 
That’s why this shooting is so shitty!” Rita’s gray eyes 
were blazing by this time, but instead of frightening me 
they fed my irritation. 


“Well .. . well it was a rush shooting so I gave it to 
Peter because he’s the only photographer I can rely on 
in a pinch.” 


“Looks like it!” I sneered. But when Rita went white 
with fury and looked about to blow a fuse I changed 
to a soothing tone. “All right. Let’s forget about Inga. 
What I really want to know is why you're avoiding me. 
What have I done wrong?” 

“Well, there are .. . are a few things that have upset 
me lately,” said Rita, sitting down behind her desk, 
for once at a loss for words. 

“What are they? I can’t rectify them if you don’t tell 
me, you know. Is it my work? I thought I’d done a 
good job on Queenie’s Playmate spread, but the only 
word of praise I’ve gotten is a letter from the guy in 
charge of the color-processing lab in Chicago.” Pd 
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brought the letter with me, it was my trump card, and 
now I put it down on the table in front of her. “It says 
that the technical quality on Queenie’s shooting is the 
best he’s seen in twelve years with Playboy and he just 
wanted to give credit where credit was due.” Rita hard- 
ly glanced at the letter but clearly it had weakened her 
position. $ 

“No, no, its not your work,” she began. “Well, a 
couple of people have mentioned to me that yow’re . . . 
er... overfamiliar with the models and you know how 
careful we have to be about that. Lionel Tart once got 
into terrible trouble when he fucked a Playmate he was 
shooting. Hef really hates that!” 

“Who told you I was overfriendly with the models?” 
I demanded, absolutely astonished by this strange piece 
of news. 

“Oh . . . I couldn’t tell you that. It was told me in 
confidence,” Rita said firmly. 

“Who told you? Who told you that? I don’t believe 
it. I don’t believe anyone said that! How the hell can 
one be overfriendly with models?” I jeered. “You must 
be joking; who told you that?” 

Rita seemed a bit disconcerted by this, her first taste 
of my temper. 

“Ah, well... you mustn’t repeat this, but Queenie 
told me—” 

“Queenie? But, Rita, you know she’s crazy,” I but- 
ted in. “And who was the other one?” 

“Alice Little,” Rita replied after a pause. 

“Alice Little!” Rita was referring to her gossipy 
hairdresser. “But Alice has only worked for me once, 
That was on the Kris de Belle shooting and Kris is 
one of my best friends! Of course I’m friendly with her! 
I don’t know what the fuck Alice Little is thinking of, 
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but I’m damn well going to find out!” I grabbed my 
phone book and headed out of the room. 

“Don’t you dare phone her, Suze!” 

“Yes, I will!” I shouted back. “I’m going to find out 
what the hell’s going on. I’ve never heard anything so 
ridiculous!” 

“Come back here this minute!” Rita roared, “I abso- 
lutely forbid you to speak to Alice about this. It would 
be most embarrassing!” 

Seeing I'd won my point, I decided it would be wise 
not to go any further and returned to Rita’s office to 
listen to her try and wriggle out of the predicament 
she’d landed herself in. 

“Look, Suze, they probably didn’t mean anything by 
saying that . . . we all know you well but you’re a bit 
unnerving for new girls , . . you know, the things you 
say. We know you're only joking. But they don’t.” She 
had softened up a lot by now, leaning over her desk, 
giving me a motherly chat. 

“Bullshit!” I spat out. “I refuse to accept that, Rita! 
What you keep on thinking about is that scene I had 
with Georgia Peach and Percy Goldstein. Well, I can 
assure you J didn’t set that one up. I never fuck my 
models unless they make the first move. I’m not that 
much into chicks, believe it or not. I much prefer guys. 
But if a girl takes off her clothes and jumps into bed 
with me, I’m not going to say no, who would?” By this 
time I was laughing, remembering the scene Pd had 
with Georgia Peach. 

Georgia’s contact with Playboy was via one of her 
lovers, a part-time accountant for the magazine’s Chi- 
cago office. 

“Look at this fabulous chick of mine,” he had told 
Rita, who was in Chicago for one of her periodical pre- 

- Hef centerfold meetings. “She’s a genuine Southern 
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belle, twenty-two, and keen to be seen.” He showed 
Rita a picture of Georgia which showed her large 
breasts and willowy frame. 

Rita liked the look of the accountant with his attrac- 
tive face and mischievous eyes. Wisely she rated girls 
according to the quality of the men they have as lovers. 
So she promised that not only would Playboy fly Geor- 
gia to L.A., but the magazine would pay the accoun- 
tant’s expenses for escorting her to California, I met 
Georgia in Rita’s office soon after her arrival in L.A. 

Georgia’s ivory-skinned face was framed by dark, 
shoulder-length hair, her figure was slim and her ways 
soft, sexy, and independent. Her gray-blue eyes, I no- 
ticed, were bloodshot and surrounded by dark rings. 
She told me that the plane from Chicago had arrived 
at three in the morning, and my instincts told me that 
she and the accountant had spent the rest of the night 
fucking. I took Georgia through to the makeup room. 
Since she was an experienced model, I left her there 
to repair her face on her own. When she’d finished, I 
invited her and the accountant to join me for a quick 
snack at Ben Frank’s across the road, leaving an assis- 
tant to set up the lights in the small studio on Lexing- 
ton Street we were assigned to use. 

As so often happens, the accountant was outraged 
when I pointed out that though pretty girls were always 
welcome at the Mansion, men just weren’t. 

At Ben Frank’s, the accountant had a double ham- 
burger, Georgia a chocolate milk shake and a pack of 
Carlton cigarettes. 

“How often do you two manage to get together?” 

“Infrequently,” Georgia answered promptly. 

“That’s by far the most exciting,” I said. 

After the meal the accountant went off down the 
road to rent a car after arranging to meet Georgia back 
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at the hotel that evening. Alone with her for the first 
time on the way to the studio, conversation quickly 
became more intimate. 

“Tm doing styling as well as modeling back home,” 
Georgia told me in her quaint Southern drawl. In vivid 
contrast to a lot of models, who may be the most 
beautiful but who aren’t always the brightest creatures, 
she asked me a lot of pointed questions about Hef's 
Mansion, 

“Is it true that a girl has to fuck Hefner to be a 
Playmate?” she wanted to know. I told her what I'd 
heard Hef tell the Bunnies at the Bunny of the Year 
contest in April: “Of course you know that you're al- 
ways welcome up here. Those looking for romance and 
excitement will find it. But if you want to have a good 
time on your own, that’s okay with us, too.” 

“Is all that true?” she persisted. 

“He cannot tell a lie,” I said with a laugh. 

Georgia had a straight front which only partly con- 
cealed her slight freakiness. As she relaxed she began to 
give the impression that she was delicately balanced 
on the edge of doing something outrageous. 

One of the tensest moments in the pinup model-pho- 
tographer relationship is when the girl makes her first 
naked appearance. When Georgia appeared with noth- 
ing on except the pair of red high heels I’d asked her 
to wear, my reaction was a clap of joy rather than a 
sigh of relief. I was delighted by her large, firm breasts 
and tiny waist, also by her vitality, the way she pranced 
and danced in front of the camera. As all Playmates 
are supposed to be, she was a virgin to pinup. But like 
a lot of girls I’ve shot, she was obviously getting off on 
her first all-nude sex show, and so was I. 

Because she’d left her modeling portfolio there, after 
the session I drove Georgia back to the Sunset studio 
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jnstead of dropping her off at the hotel. Rita had prom- 
ised to take her to the Mansion when she got back from 
Chicago on Sunday. 

Sunday morning Georgia was on the phone. 

“Tve just spoken to Johnnie, you know, Rita’s boy- 
friend? Wahl he says Rita ain’t gettin’ in from Chicago 
before six and he doubts that she’ll be goin’ to the 
Mansion tonight. Can I go with you-all?” 

Humphry and I picked her up at six. Because smok- 
ing pot in the Mansion was forbidden at that time, we'd 
made a custom of smoking a joint in the car on the 
way there, usually lighting up just west of Doheny 
where the Strip runs out and Sunset becomes easier 
driving. 

“If Pd known you smoked, I’d have brought you all 
some of the dynamite grass we’ve got in the hotel,” said 
Georgia, lounging sideways in the back seat of my 
Comet. 

“We never smoke on the property,” I explained. 

“Pd kinda heard that,” said Georgia. “Anyone for 
a Quack?” 

“A what?” 

“A Quack, you know, a Quaalude, These ain’t street 
pills. They’re fresh from my doctor.” 

“Not right now,” I said through my laughter, ex- 
plaining to Humphry that Quaaludes are called Man- . 
drax in England, “I fall apart if I mix Quaaludes and 
booze, and that place always makes me so nervous I’ve 
got to drink like a fish to stay afloat.” 

“It’s really that bad?” Georgia stared at me with 
wide-open gray eyes. 

“Tell me something I’ve always wanted to know,” 
Humphry asked her in his mock-serious tone. “What’s 
it like being a really attractive girl here in America?” 

“Oh, nothing special. Except you get balled a lot.” 
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This had us cracking up again. The joint was sup- 
posed to be Colombian grass, but whatever it was, it 
was working. Though it seemed to circulate as quickly 
as a fireworks wheel, we had to pull over to the side of 
the road, less than a hundred yards from the Mansion’s 
gate, to finish it. With the pot inside us and the butt 
out the window, it was at last okay to proceed. 

Even though Pd been on the gang list for nine 
months by then, I was still getting that tense feeling 
when being screened by the Mansion’s immigration ser- 
vice. Because two brand-new young security guards 
were on duty, who recognized neither me nor Humphry, 
there was more than the usual hassle at the gate. The 
guards paged forward and backward through the guest 
list. Eventually they called up one of the secretaries, 
To my relief, the okay came through immediately. 

By eight, when Hef walked around as always, rolling 
his eyes and singing out, “It’s movietime, folks!” we'd 
finished eating and were already well into our gin and 
tonics. Georgia kept close, at this stage anyway still on 
grapefruit juice. We sat together, in the back row as 
had become our custom, and watched the opening 
sequences of Showboat, the golden oldie. Without a 
word, Georgia disappeared through the drapes into the 
hall. I followed a few minutes later, aiming at getting 
another gin and tonic while I checked out what she was 
up to. I ran into Georgia in the dressing room off the 
hall—I was coming out of the bathroom and she was 
waiting to go in. 

“Who’s Percy Goldstein?” she asked me. “He wants 
me to go around to’ his place for a smoke.” 

“Oh, he’s okay—he’s one of Hef’s closest friends, 
But it won’t be a quick one, I can tell you.” 

“You mean there’ll be something else involved?” 

“Of course. You don’t get anything for nothing. And 
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I can’t guarantee to hang around here waiting for you 
to come back. But I’m sure Percy will see you get back 
to the hotel safely.” 

At this point in came Percy, stretching his neck as if 
he had on a tie that was too tight, rather than a shirt 
with most of its buttons undone. 

“Look here, Percy,” I said, “make sure she gets back 
okay because we may have to split before you return.” 

“Let’s make it easier. Why don’t you come as well,” 
he replied. 

“Yes, please, please come,” begged Georgia, hoping, 
I suppose, that my presence would get her out of 
having to fuck, little knowing that Percy jerks off and 
that Pm into chicks. Humphry had also abandoned 
Showboat by this time for the social delights of the 
Mediterranean Room. I’d watched him touching up 
Georgia’s legs during the film—she was wearing a satin 
robe split up the sides that showed off her legs all the 
way up to her pants when she sat down, I could tell 
that he was hot for her, but I had bad news for him. 

“Percy’s invited Georgia and me round to his place 
for a smoke,” I whispered. 

“A smoke?” he bellowed, loud enough to be heard 
in the kitchen. 

“If you don’t stop repeating what I’m saying, I won’t 
say it again!” I hissed. “Percy’s asked us to his place 
for a joint.” 

“Sounds okay.” 

“Would you prefer me to stay?” I asked, a tactful 
way of letting him know that he wasn’t invited. 

“No, of course not, I'll be okay. There’s no point in 
both of us missing out on the fun.” 

Georgia and I piled into the front seat of Percy’s 
Cadillac, which seemed to me to be an outrageously 
large car for such a small fellow. Less than ten minutes 
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later we were in his apartment, a two-room bachelor 
pad which looked like something out of Modern Living. 
Before we’d even sat down, Percy turned us on. Imme- 
diately we were speeding like meteors and often all 
three of us talked at the same time. 

“The only problem with poppers is that they blow 
your head off,” I complained. “Pity one can’t cool 
them out by taking them up the ass, via an enema or 
something!” 

“Hey, talking about enemas,” said little Percy, stand- 
ing up and stretching his neck in the direction of the 
bedroom. “Come here quickly, you two, C’mon, ¢’mon! 
Pve got something spectacular to show you. I really 
mean out of this world!” Pulling faces at each other 
behind his back, we followed him into the bedroom. 

Percy squatted in front of his bottom drawer and 
one by one pulled out his sexual aids. After showing off 
vibrators of various shapes, sizes, and uses, he produced 
a contraption he called the Blue Max. This consisted 
of a round blue box as big as a hat and a thin, eigh- 
teen-inch arm with a lump at the end of it sticking out 
at the angle of a good erection, 

“You see, you can put rubber cocks of various sizes 
over the lump,” Percy explained, demonstrating. Percy 
was a brilliant partytime actor, which was why he was 
so valuable at the Mansion. 

Georgia and I were crying with laughter at his antics, 
both of us swept away by the strength of the turn-on, 
“Look, here it is!” he went on, all the time perfectly 
Straight-faced, holding up his pretext for luring us into 
his bedroom. This contraption looked like a collapsed 
tube-shaped balloon. “What you do is stick it up your 
ass and then blow it up with this pump so it can’t come 
out.” He demonstrated. “Look, look! Isn’t that neat?” 
he enthused, waving it around like a wand, 
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Meanwhile Georgia, slipping over her thin line of 
propriety, stretched luxuriously as she ran a large, 
noisy vibrator over her shoulder and then her tits, With 
a saucy look she reached out and ran it over my tits 
as well, 

“Look here, Suze, look!” Percy whispered urgent- 
ly, noticing that my attention was being monopolized 
by Georgia. “Here’s something for you.” He handed 
me what he called a clitoral stimulator. This was about 
the size of an electric shaver with a round, marble- 
sized button at one end. “C’mon, c’mon,’ Suze, let’s 
show you how it works,” persevered Percy, plugging 
in the cord. With two vibrators going at the same time, 
the place began to buzz like a beehive. Egged on by 
Georgia, I pulled up my dress and opened my legs, 
which revealed that as usual I wasn’t wearing pants. 
Percy, in a flash on his knees in front of me, applied 
his button to mine, No doubt drugs had something to 
do with it, but it was as much Georgia’s watching which 
sent me into shivers of ecstasy. 

“Okay, okay, that'll do it!” Percy came in loud and 
clear. “Suze, get your ass on the floor and have a go 
with the fucking machine.” I lay down on the carpet, 
knees in air, and slid the wide, eight-inch rubber cock 
into my soaking pussy. He showed me how to adjust 
the speed of the machine’s thrusting action. Leaving me 
with my mechanical lover, he moved in on Georgia 
with the clitoral stimulator. But the Blue Max, though 
ingenious, was no gift to woman, and I wasn’t going 
to be paired off with a fucking machine while Percy 
got into gorgeous Georgia. So I switched it off, dis- 
engaged myself, brushed Percy aside, and pulled Geor- 
gia’s ass to the edge of the bed. 

I opened the pink lips with my thumbs and homed in 
on her clit with the tip of my tongue. I pushed back 
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her smooth, slim legs until her knees were touching 
her ears. In an ecstasy of self-abandon I tried to work 
my tongue into her ass, fingering her clit at the same 
time. Georgia moaned quietly, as if in her sleep. 

“When I hit a hot spot, smack me,” I gasped as I 
came up for air, 

“Oh, just do whatever you like,” she sighed. 

After ten minutes, my knees began to hurt. So I 
climbed onto the bed and had Georgia squat over me, 
facing my legs. Slowly she lowered her pussy onto my 
mouth. As soon as I started eating her she tipped 
herself forward with a sigh, opened my knees, and 
gave as good as she got. 

“Come on, girls,” said Percy, who’d been jerking off 
on the side, “look what I’ve got for you!” Without 
changing our position, we had a couple of hits from 
the joint he produced and then went back to work. 

But the sight of Georgia’s round little ass poking 
invitingly into the air was too much for Percy. The 
shadow passing over my face was his hairy rear-end as 
he slid his cock into Georgia’s pussy. Then the fun 
really began. While I tongued her clit I could hear 
Percy’s cock squelshing in and out of Georgia’s cunt 
while his nuts bounced about on my eyeballs. 

When we’d burned ourselves out we returned to the 
sitting room. But the whole deal had sent Percy on an 
ego trip which made him come on the heavy father 
with us. 


“Georgia, you may be a big fish in Dixie. But L.A. 


is a much bigger pool. Let me tell you something. I 
worked you out immediately when you turned up at 
the house. You're a pretty smart chick with lots of am- 
bition. But you’ve got to bė careful about being too 
ballsy. I mean, Suze over here is a mighty ballsy lady. 
She gets away with it because she’s funny. But you 
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think you’re a class bit of ass and that you don’t have 
to listen to nobody.” By nobody, of course, Percy 
meant himself, perfectly aware that until he’d offered 
her a turn-on she hadn’t paid him the least bit of at- 
tention. In fact, even after fucking him she kept on 
asking, “What’s his name again?” 

Back at the Mansion half an hour later, Georgia and 
I had an Irish coffee with Humphry who was by this 
time thoroughly soaked. Then we dropped her off at 
the hotel. On the way home I entertained Humphry 
with the story of my night’s adventures. Percy, as it 
turned out, did the same with Hef. Because the next 
day one of Hef’s secretaries rang me from the Man- 
sion. 

“Hef wants to know who that girl was you brought 
up on Sunday,” she said. “You know how he likes the 
new ladies. . . .” and so the story got around, 

A year passed, I established my reputation as an ace 
photographer. After my self-portrait spread in Playboy, 
fan mail began to pour in. People knew who'I was be- 
fore I was introduced to them. As my self-confidence 
soared, a curious thing began to happen to my sex life. 
Men, even Ace, began to treat me more as a buddy. 
But girls began to throw themselves at me. 

It began with Rachel, an intelligent, slender brunette 
who wasn’t a part of my photographic scene but was 
fascinated by it. 

“Tve been going to women’s consciousness-raising 
classes,” she confided to me one evening. “I stood up 
and told the group that although I’d never had sex with 
a girl before, I really wanted to make it with you.” I 
was rather embarrassed and joked my way out by say- 
ing I wasn’t into virgins and lent her my Hitachi vi- 
brator instead. This didn’t keep her quiet for long. She 
kept bugging me to fuck her. 
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Next it happened with Betty, a Playmate Pd been 
testing. She was dating Valk, my assistant, who was 
living with us at the time. One Sunday night when 
Humphry and I returned late from the Mansion, there 
she was flopped on the couch, giggling away, high on 
vodka. Humphry and I had hardly got under the cov- 
ers and switched out the light when Betty tottered into 
the bedroom, crawled in between us, and started kiss- 
ing me passionately. When we were all satiated, I 
picked her up in my arms and carried her through to 
Valk’s room, tucked her in and kissed her good night 
like a baby. 

Soon afterward something similar happened with 
Mary-Lou, another of the models whom I had shot for 
Oui, She’d just driven all the way from Arizona with 
all her belongings, planning to make her mark in Hol- 
lywood. There was no way I could get out of putting 
her up for a few days, and there was no way I could 
get out of fucking her. Mary-Lou, despite her back- 
ground, was by instinct a real Hollywood raver and 
prided herself on her sexual prowess, We’d finished 
shooting and so my line, “I never fuck my models,” 
didn’t wash. Humphry, not fancying Mary-Lou much, 
crashed on the sofa. I lay on the bed waiting for Mary- 
Lou to finish her toilette, which included, she told me 
proudly, a choice of a strawberry, peach or vanilla 
douche! 

June was different. She was tall, smart and impressive 
with a head of copper-colored hair and spectacularly 
long legs which I made the most of when I shot her 
for the cover of Oui. One night we took her to the 
Mansion dressed in tight white shorts and a skimpy 
top which barely covered her lovely firm breasts. On 
the way home she’d confessed that she’d taken a Quaa- 
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jude a couple of hours earlier and was feeling really 
Joose. 

“Why don’t you sleep with us?” Humphry suggested, 
when she hung around the bedroom while I undressed. 

“That’s just what I was thinking,” said June. She 
slipped out of her top and slid her shorts down those 
amazing legs. Despite the Quaalude she had the stam- 
ina of a horse. After she made Humphry ecstatic with 
an expert blow job, he disappeared to sleep on the 
couch, well aware that June was really after me. Wow! 
What a lady! She must have given me head for two 
hours, the best head I’ve ever had in Hollywood. It was 
another of those late, late nights, no joke at all when 
you've got to be up editing film at eight in the morning. 

What was happening, it dawned on me one evening 
at the Mansion as a crowd of girls hung around me, 
was that the coin had flipped over. Instead of being a 
nobody who was fucking stars, I was a star who was 
being fucked by nobodies. But it wasn’t seasoned, 
macho guys who were after my ass. It was young, sub- 
missive girls who were giving me the I’m-all-yours 
treatment and meaning it. This is another illustration 
of the point that it’s power that turns most girls on. 
And it doesn’t matter very much where that power 
is coming from. 


11 


Hef Hits the Roof 


I soon found out where the power was really com- 
ing from, and how fragile my star status at Playboy 
was. It happened because I was feeling good. That’s 
bad, because when I feel on top I start taking chances 
and sometimes I go too far. The place was the Man- 
sion, the time Monday evening, June 14. For the first 
time in the history of Playboy Hef had called a meet- 
ing with his entire photo department, including types 
like me. Photographers are usually considered to be 
nothing more than technicians and not as a rule al~ 
lowed in on the serious side of decision-making. 

The meeting was scheduled for 2:00 P.M. I arrived 
tight on time to discover everybody else already seated, 
nervously waiting for Hef. I slipped into the only 
empty seat, which was next to Rita. Hef’s seat was at 
the head of the table. We sat sipping drinks and gig- 
gling, waiting for the boss to make his appearance. 
Most of those present had never been to the Man- 
sion, except perhaps to do a shooting there. Hef rarely _ 
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invites his staff to share in his social life unless they’re 
female. 

An hour later Hef appeared looking relaxed. “Sorry 
Tm late, folks!” he said. “But Rona Barrett’s been on 
the phone because of things Inga has been saying to 
the Globe. It looks like this is going to be the year of 
the gossip!” I held my breath, convinced that Hef knew 
all about the two-part serialization of an early draft of 
this book that was to follow Inga’s revelations in the 
Globe, the British Sunday paper. (The evening before, 
Sunday, when we’d joked about his forthcoming expo- 
sure, he’d even clutched at his cock in mock terror.) 
But he made no reference to me. 

Hef then immediately went into an eloquent mono- 
logue on the past and future of pinup and pornography. 
He referred to the case against porn star Harry Reems 
in Memphis—Harry had been indicted for conspiring 
to distribute Deep Throat even though all he got for 
his part in the film was one hundred dollars. Hef 
warned that a backlash against pornography was a dis- 
tinct possibility. This was why Playboy had decided to 
go for nonnude covers and why we weren’t going to 
join our imitators in the rush for the pinkest pussies, 

While we listened breathlessly, Hef outlined the 
awesome scenario of a day of judgment when all the 
other pinup magazines, Penthouse, Hustler, and all the 
test of them, would go down the toilet, leaving Playboy 
to reign supreme on the newsstands. 

“But this doesn’t mean we won’t fight for our com- 
petitors in the name of the freedom of the press,” he 
concluded generously. 

This was my first business meeting with Hef, and 
though I was skeptical about his vision of a day of 
judgment, I was impressed by his aura of power and 
authority. Hef then threw the meeting open to the 
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floor, although he continued to talk the most, criticiz- 
ing layouts. Eventually it was my turn. 

“Now this is just too theatrical,” he said, pointing at 
one of my favorite pictures. As everybody knows, Hef 
likes the girl-next-door look. 

“Sure, it’s theatrical,” I countered, “but that’s the 
way the girl is. Maybe she shouldn’t have been selected 
as a Playmate. In fact I made that point long before 
the shooting, but nobody listened.” 

Because I was familiar with the Mansion and knew 
Hef personally, I was the first one to get over my 
nerves. I was beginning to enjoy the meeting thor- 
oughly. I agreed with Hef that we should build up our 
shootings, starting the spread on a lower key and 
then rising to an erotic climax. 

“But, please, Hef, can’t we have just one pink pussy 
at the end?” I asked, Lionel Tart chimed in: 

“But that’s not natural, Suze! When you admire your 
girlfriend, you don’t see a gaping snatch.” 

“What about when you make love? You do give 
head, don’t you, Lionel?” I asked innocently. Hef 
smiled. 

“Yes, times sure have changed. Although it’s just as 
well to remember that in some states that’s still re- 
garded as sodomy,” he said. 

“Well,” I countered, “when I sit in front of the mir- 
ror and masturbate, I look at my pussy and I love it!” 
Everybody laughed at this except for Rita. 

“Suze! How could you?” she reprimanded me. 

When the meeting finally broke up, I skipped up to 
Hef and asked to see Inga’s interview in the Globe. I 
was feeling in a good mood, and I knew that this was 
going to be my chance to tell him about my book’s 
serialization in the same newspaper the following Sun- 
day. I didn’t know whether they referred to my coming 
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story in Inga’s piece, but either way, I felt now was the 
time to have it out with him. 

I followed him up the wide staircase to his bedroom 
while everyone gaped at my being shown such special 
favor. I knelt on the floor and read the story while Hef 
rummaged around in the background. It was largely 
coincidental that Inga and I went public in the same 
newspaper on successive weeks. She was in Germany 
at the time and we hadn’t communicated for months. 
But I’m sure the fact that my self-portrait spread came 
out in the May edition of Playboy while Inga’s Play- 
mate of the Year spread was published in June, had a 
lot to do with why we both became hot properties at 
the same time, 

“I suppose they’ve published Inga’s story now to 
tie in with the serialization of my book which starts 
next week,” I remarked as I scanned the copy. 

“Your what!” Hef exclaimed, spinning around and 
glaring at me. 

“My book. The Globe is running a serialization of 
my book beginning next Sunday.” Hef looked non- 
plussed so I struggled on, the cold, paralyzing chill of 
fear spreading through me. “You know, my book... 
my memoirs,” 

“I don’t know anything of the sort! Do you mean to 
tell me that you’ve written a book and that I’m involved 
in it?” he shouted, on his way to the roof as the full 
realization of what Pd said began to hit him, 

“Of course,” I said, desperately trying to hang onto 
my cool. “It’s the story of a female photographer's rise 
to fame. I thought you knew all about it . . .” I trailed 
off lamely. The fact that I was writing a book had been 
mentioned in my Playboy self-portrait pictorial, pub- 
lished a month before. 

“And why did you think that? Have you ever dis- 
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cussed this with me? I would have thought it only com- 
mon decency when Pd invited you into this house as a 
friend, given you privileges nobody else has, for you to 
have come to me and discussed your intentions, not 
sneaked around writing gossip behind people’s backs.” 
Hef held his hand to his head. “I’m trying not to lose 
my temper,” he went on. “But you just can’t fuck Vane 
McLean and then write about it! If you do that, he’ll 
never come back here!” 

By this time Hef’s face, white with anger, was two 
feet away, his eyes boring into mine. I struggled to hold 
his gaze, knowing it would have been disastrous to have 
shown the slightest flicker of doubt or guilt. 

“But everybody knew about the book!” I went on, 
trying desperately to take off some of the pressure. “I 
discussed it with Angela [one of Hef’s personal as- 
sistants] right at the beginning. I asked her when you 
would want to see the manuscript and she said when 
it was all typed, Well it’s not all typed yet.” 

“You know, of course, that she’ll deny you discussed 
all this with her?” Hef cut in, meaning the personal 
assistant. 

“I suppose she will,” I echoed, not having thought 
of this eventuality. 

“Who else knew about it?” he demanded. 

“Oh, everybody, it seems, except you. Annie knew, 
and Rita. The trouble is that here in Hollywood every- 
body exaggerates so much that nobody believes a thing 
one says or even listens!” I was warming up with self- 
righteous indignation. 

“Well, I hope to God I’m overreacting,” said Hef 
after a pause. “But you’d better get that manuscript to 
me immediately.” 

“It’s not even finished yet, that’s why you haven’t 
seen it. It’s written with warmth and affection, Some- 
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times it’s a bit cheeky, I'll admit. But it will probably 
go down in history as the only intimate portrait of 
Hugh Hefner, the playboy king.” 

“Intimate! Intimate!” Hef exploded. “You've got ab- 
solutely no right to report intimate details of my pri- 
vate life! And if you think you can do this kind of rip- 
off and still work for the company, you're very much 
mistaken,” 

“Look, Hef, wait until you’ve read the book,” I 
said soothingly. “It'll probably be finished in a few 
weeks,” 

“A few weeks! I want to see it right now! And I 
want total right of approval on any material concern- 
ing me.” 

“You can’t have that. If you did, you’d cut half the 
book!” 

“Why?” asked Hef, narrowing his eyes. “Is fifty per- 
cent about me? I thought the book was supposed to be 
about you. But without me there’s no book. That’s it, 
isn’t it? And I want to see what they’re going to print 
in that damned newspaper. Oh, Suze, how could you 
let it get into the hands of a third party without com- 
ing to me first?” Hef said, clasping his forehead in 
despair. Silently he shook his head. His worst fears 
had come true. 


The next two weeks were hell for me as I struggled 
with the Globe on the one hand and Hef on the other, 
trying to tailor the story to please everyone. The Globe 
has a reputation for being a scandal sheet, but its edi- 
tors were marvelous with me, writing and rewriting the 
story to fit Hef’s requirements. After what seemed to 
be endless visits to the Mansion to show Hef the latest 
version of the story, and equally endless phone calls to 
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London between midnight and 5:00 A.M., I was able 
to tell Hef’s office that this time he’d got his way. 

“Thanks, Suze baby,” Hef said breezily when he 
rang me back at my studio, the first time ever I'd spo- 
ken to him on the phone, 

“Well, Hef, I told the Globe that either they cut the 
sex scene with you or they kill the story.” 

“Kill it!” he exclaimed. 

“That’s what you wanted, wasn’t it?” 

“But . . . but couldn’t you have made more of the 
man instead? I mean... for example, couldn’t you 
capture more of my sense of humour?” Hef, as usual, 
was torn between his love of publicity and his need for 
privacy. 

“Oh, Hef, I don’t know... It’s out of my hands 
now. I’ve given them a lot of new material. So we'll 
just have to wait and see.” 

“Okay. Thanks a lot anyway, Suze. See you when 
I get back from Chicago.” 

J immediately rang Humphry at home. 

“Hey, Hum! Hef just called—” 

“I know. He. called here first . . . just came straight 
through on the line. I thought it was Bill Osco; you 
know he’s always ringing up and saying ‘This is Hefner.’ 
So I said, ‘Hello, Hef, you’re sounding sexy today!’ It 
was only when I heard him gulp that I realized it was 
the real thing. I nearly wet my pants!” 

“Wow!” I shrieked. “He must have thought you were 
being really cool!” 

“Anyway he sounded very cheerful. Said, ‘See you 
guys soon,’ so it looks like everything is going to be 
Okay.” 

A for a few weeks, it was. We were struck off the 
gang list but still invited on Sundays and party nights. 
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When we made our first reappearance at the Mansion 
during the barbecue, André, Hef’s hairdresser, nearly 
swallowed his fork with surprise. 

It just couldn’t last. Hef had forced me to back 
down, to go crawling to the Globe to make the changes 
he demanded. I was grateful he hadn’t fired me from 
Playboy, that he hadn’t had me thrown out of the 
country. But at the same time I was boiling at what I 
felt was his hypocritical stance. After all, Hef had won 
the reputation of the man who’d made sex respectable, 
So how come it wasn’t all right to print perfectly harm- 
less details about his own sex life? My weak financial 
position kept the cork on my temper for three weeks, 
Then circumstances shook my resolve and my resent- 
ment gushed out like warm champagne. 

My last night at the Mansion was the climax of a 
glorious California weekend in early October. Inga, 
who’d just finished shooting a movie in Italy, was back 
in town to finish her Playmate of the Year promotion, 
She complained that she was tired of being a princess 
in an ivory tower, that she’d been in L.A. on and off 
for more than a year but hadn’t even been to the 
beach. So I promised to show her something of Cali- 
fornia life outside the walls of Shangri-la. 

Humphry and I picked her up at the Mansion late 
Saturday morning, and we spent an idyllic day down 
at the sea, reminiscing about the past and planning for 
the future. $ 

“Tm fed up with Playboy now, you know,” Inga 
complained in her endearingly candid way. “I’ve got all 
I can out of them now. What I really need is a part in a 
big American movie.” 

“Well, it just happens that a friend of ours called 
Bill Osco is doing a remake of The Wizard of Oz asa 
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sexy musical comedy,” I told her. “You'll be perfect 
for it.” 

“Musical, hey? That’s good because I want to sing 
as well. I mean if Tammy can do it, anyone can!” We 
all had a good laugh at this comment, because more 
than one of Hef’s scenies had told me that they were 
taking singing lessons on the strength of Tammy’s suc- 
cess. 

“Humphry and I both hope to be working on it,” I 
said, “because no way can one make really big money 
in either writing or photography.” We were all indulg- 
ing in a bit of California dreaming that afternoon. But 
as the saying goes, if man can’t reach beyond his grasp, 
what is heaven for? a 

The next day, Sunday, the temperature was again in 
the eighties, the sky angel blue. Instead of going 
straight from our apartment to church, as we jokingly 
referred to the Mansion, we had invitations to several 
movieland houses which we arranged to visit on the 
way. The first call was a lunch party at screenwriter 
Buck Henry’s, hostessed by his lovely lady, actress 
Fiona Lewis. Afterward Fiona took us for teatime 
drinks to director Tony Richardson’s house. From 
there we left for Bill Osco’s newly acquired million-dol- 
lar mansion just across Sunset Boulevard from Hefner’s 
house in Holmby Hills. Bill, a mere twenty-nine-year- 
old from a poor Midwest family had made it big with 
his newly released, X-rated Alice in Wonderland and 
hoped to make it even bigger with the sequel. His pa- 
latial establishment, once owned by Elizabeth Taylor, 
was radiant with the aura of the American dream of 
rags to riches come true. 

Some of the elation must have rubbed off on me. Not 
only were my friends making it big, but I was being 
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treated as an equal by some of the most talented people 
in the movie business. So when I drew up in front of 
the Playboy Mansion in the slightly dented, but still 
luxurious Cadillac convertible which Pd recently 
acquired, it was without that usual ego-shrinking feel- 
ing. 

I found Inga at the dining room table chatting to 
Elaine West, another busty would-be starlet. 

“Hey, Suze! Do you know, Hefner said I mustn’t do 
a part in that movie, He said it would be very bad for 
me and will ruin my career,” 

“What does he mean?” I demanded, my hackles 
tising. “He doesn’t know what he’s talking about. He 
hasn’t even seen Bill’s movie. 

“Well, Hef says it’s not true about it making all that 
money and that doing a film like that will finish me in 
Hollywood. He was really mad, you know,” she con- 
tinued, feeding my fury. 

Snorting with indignation, I went off looking for Hef 
to confront him. Unable to get him on his own, I re- 
turned to the dining room and once more sat down 
next to Inga. A few minutes later Hef loomed overhead 
making friendly, clucking noises. Immediately I threw 
down the gauntlet. 

“Hef, have you seen Alice in Wonderland?” I de- 
mianded, 

“What?” he began genially. His attention span is so 
narrow that he probably wouldn’t have brought up the 
subject if I hadn’t reminded him of it. 

“No, I haven’t, because—” 

“Because you couldn’t obtain a print,” I cut in 
rudely. 

“No, we didn’t see it because we chose not to see it,” 
he said loftily. 
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“Well, I happen to know that your office called up 
twice for a print but got turned down.” 

“Maybe in the beginning, but subsequently I’ve heard 
that it’s a purely sexploitational film of very doubtful 
quality.” He gave me a piercing look. “And you know 
all this perfectly well! Now you want Inga to play a 
part in the sequel, whatever it is! Surely you must know 
the harm it'll do her when what she’s after is a legiti- 
mate acting career. Nobody’s ever made it from a sex 
film into legitimate films, and if she does she’ll be the 
first.” 

“But it’s a good part,” I said. “And I really don’t 
understand your attitude. Inga’s very much the sex- 
symbol type and I don’t think one should try to 
change that!” I was loving the argument and, I’m told, 
was looking radiant because I felt entirely in the right. 
Hef’s voice continued to rise in volume at my wide- 
eyed insubordination, To avoid drawing too much at- 
tention to our argument, for the room was full of Sun- 
day-night regulars, he knelt down on the carpet at my 
feet and hissed menacingly straight into my face. 

“Let me tell you, I think this is a real. . .” he was 
momentarily at a loss for words, “cunty thing for you 
to do. You're a rip-off artist! You're just using her as 
you’re using me!” 

“Using her!” I laughed. “How can I be using her 
when I’m doing my best to promote her career! I can’t 
understand you at all, complaining about a sexploita- 
tion film when you’re Playboy!” 

“What!” Hef spluttered. “You're asking Playboy 
whether Inga should be on the cover of Penthouse? 
You've got to be crazy! I just don’t know where you're 
coming from. I’ve tried to work with you but I'm 
through. I’m having a photo meeting on Tuesday and 
I was going to make a big thing of you working more 
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for Playboy because of your latest Oui cover, which I 
think is the best I’ve ever made. But that’s finished 
now!” 

“Oh, I know, Hef, my editors have the same prob- 
lem with me. It’s because I’m too pushy. I’m always 
looking for the main chance,” I replied laughing. Hef 
narrowed his eyes. 

“No, its not because you’re too pushy. There’s 
another word for it and that’s untrustworthy!” he spat 
at me. “And I think you’d better leave the property 
immediately and save us all a lot of trouble.” So at 
last I'd got my marching orders. 

“Okay, fine, Hef,” I said, smiling triumphantly at 
Inga, who’d sat quiet as a mouse on the edge of her 
chair while we battled over her like two stags. “Just 
don’t forget to invite me to your parties!” 

“You're no use to Inga,” he went on, sensing I had 
the advantage. 

“Okay, Hef, what shall we do with her then?” I 
asked, mocking his royal plural. 

“TIl tell you what you can do with her and that’s 
leave her alone! Don’t you understand what a sexploi- 
tation film is?” 

“No,” I answered, “and I can’t see what’s wrong 
with Inga playing a sexy part.” At last Inga found her 
tongue, 

“What is this sex-whatever-it-is thing?” she asked. 

“It's when a movie sells only on its sex value. 
There’s no story and no real sex either,” Hef explained. 

“What? Would you sooner Inga did hard-core?” I 
joked, knowing how much Hef loved to watch hard- 
core loops when he had his sex scenes up in his bed- 
room. He gave me another of those piercing looks, try- 
ing to root out the evil in me. 

“What? Are you so dumb you can’t see the difference 
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between a sexy part in a legitimate movie and a non- 
sexy part in a sexploitation movie? No, you're not that 
dumb. You’re just trying to exploit her for your own 
good!” 

“That's ridiculous, Hef, and you know it. I just can’t 
believe that you, of all people, could take such a hypo- 
critical stand on sex.” 

“What’s that?” Hef asked, obviously not believing 
his ears. He’d been as rude as only a king on his home 
ground could be and so I felt that I had nothing more 
to lose. 

“You're just jealous, Hef,” I said. “That’s all there 
is to it.” 

Pd hit back at last and I felt a lot better for it. Al- 
though I had no wish to lose the friendship of a man I 
both liked and admired, I was relieved that at last I 
hadn’t backed down. After a few drinks, a few good- 
byes, and a last fascinating look at this establishment, 
we drove home. 

Ah, well, we’re all pawns in the same power game 
and some of us girls aren’t doing too badly. The self- 
made career woman isn’t a myth even here, in the bat- 
tle zone. How to handle power—that’s going to be the 
next challenge. I’ve made up my mind. I’m not in any- 
body’s flowerpot. Rather than a fading rose, Pd sooner 
be known as a blooming bramble! 
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